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INTEODUOTIO^. 



These pages, wMch should properly have appeared 
under the title ' From my Life,' amongst the jour- 
nals already published of the immortal Emperor 
Maximiliaii, are given through a peculiar chaia 
of circumstances, at the conclusion of them, and 
under a separate title. 

This volume, when first published, was in- 
tended only for private circulation, especially as 
presents to the imperial Austrian Court, and the 
Archduke Ferdinand Maximilian's relations. The 
following diary of the Archduke-Emperor's first 
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journey in Greece (the Prince was then about 
eighteen years old) was, originally, not considered 
important enough by the author, in his modesty, to 
be worthy of publication. Now, however, after the 
misfortunes of the Emperor Maximilian, we believe 
we can offer no more grateful gift to the numerous 
admirers of his character and of his talents, than 
the pages of his first work, which make known 
.the warm enthusiasm of the imperial youth for all 
that is good and beautiful. 

The journey to Greece took place in the student- 
days of the young prince. It was a vacation trip, 
that had been arranged for him as well as for 
his younger brother, the Archduke Charles Louis, 
Isy his imperial parents. The fellow-travellers 
were the Archduke Max, the Archduke Charles, 
the Prince Jablonowsky (since then dead, in the 
bloom of his youth), the Count Coudenhove (now 
colonel in the army), the Baron KoUer, the Ee~ 
corder Kaltenbeck (known as the editor of learned 
papers, since. also dead), the Pvofessor Goiger (a 
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talented and highly-esteemed paijiter), and Doctor 
Fritsch (imperial body-physician of his Majesty the 
Emperor Francis Joseph, who had lent him to liis 
brothers). 

The steamship 'Vulcan,' which carried the Princes, 
was commanded by the present Vice- Admiral and 
Commandant of the marine, at that time Captain 
Julius Vissiak, whilst Dr. Ilek (now naval surgeon, 
and former medical adviser of the unhappy Empress 
Charlotte until her departure from Miramar) was 
^placed as the ship's doctor upon the corvette. The 
journey -was to serve no intellectual purpose, but 
was solely an excursion of pleasure. The Archduke 
Max, as well as his brother, who was just enter- 
ing into adolescence, did not yet belong to the 
" service." The former of these soon entered the 
navy, and was obliged to keep guard on board 
ship during the Italian journey in the year 1851. 

There exists at Miramar a pretty picture by 
Professor Geiger, which depicts the presentation 
to the Pasha of Smyrna, and in which the two 
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Archdukes appear in white uniforms. The passion 
of Prince Max for the sea and the South presents 
itself forcibly in the foreground of the following 
pages. This passion neyer left him. The cabin 
was his favourite retreat. He caused his own 
chamber in Miramar to be made almost like 
one. The waves of the sea, which surrounded 
the castle, completed the delusion. It is a large' 
square room, scarcely more than nine feet high, 
and one of the most cheerful and interesting in 
the castle. Except the empty spot upon the 
writing-table, which the Archduke-Emperor could 
not do without, there was scarcely a free place 
to be found. He was, as this diary proves, a 
diligent and painstaking collector. The tables, the 
drawers, and the closets in his room were all 
covered or filled with curiosities, and the produc- 
tions of all countries and seas ; meanwhile, the most 
comfortable furniture was not wanting. After 
dinner the Archduke was wont to come Ixere with 
his gentlemen to smoke a cigar, whilst his august 
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consort, separated only by a few rooms, remained 
amidst her ladies; and he went backwards and 
forwards, enlivening them equally with his brief 
and merry remarks. 

It must here be stated, in order to give a 
slight biographical sketch of the immortal author, 
that Ferdinand Maximilian was born on the 6th 
of June, 1832, so that when he died, on the 
19th of June, 1867, he had just completed his 
thirty-fifth year. He was always called in his 
family by his second name, which he also 
exclusively bore as Emperor o.f Mexico. He 
was so weak and ugly a child, so quiet and 
reserved in manner, that only his mother's eyes 
could see his awakening spirit in his lively 
glances. 

Two traits of his earliest childhood are here 
related, although these pages can only give but 
the barest outline of his life. When Max had 
just learnt to speak he was shown a dwarf, who 
had retained the childish figure, but whose face 
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was that of an old man. The little fellow, though 
only two years old, ran to his nurse in the adjoin- 
ing room, exclaiming, "There stands an old 
child !" This was one of the earliest glimpses 
of his intelligence. His affections were more ex- 
pressively shown when the time came for the young 
Archduke to he placed under a tutor j his little 
heart was filled with sorrow at the separation 
from his nurse, Praulein von Sturmfeder. The 
Fraulein loved his handsomer and more Hvely 
brother Francis, who was two years his senior, 
far better than himself, the pale, thin, reserved 
boy. When, however, she was leaving, Max threw 
his arms round her neck, and cried out, sobbing, 
" I love you so much, so much^ as much as you 
love Frank!" 

As the Archduke grew up he won the love 
and esteem of all those who surrounded him 
by the freshness and warmth of his disposition, 
as well as by his lively wit. He was one of 
nature's guileless true sons. Ho never wished 
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to be more than he was. Less Prince than 
man, he yet prized his high station greatly, 
recognizing, howeyer, the duties it entailed 
upon him; innumerable passages in his writings 
prove this. Those who surrounded him did not 
know how to praise sufficiently his courtesy and 
his high-miudedness, and there was but one 
voice regarding his perseverance in learning 
and circumspection in undertaking his allotted 
tasks. 

Soon after his return from Greece, Ferdinand 
Maxmilian entered the navy. He belonged to it 
until he left his castle of Miramar for ever. He 
first proved his efficiency as Commander-in-Chief 
at" the far-famed siege of Lissa. After a manoeuvre 
which was performed by the fleet of his Majesty 
Francis Joseph, the Emperor named his eminent 
brother Governor- General of Lombardy and Ve- 
netia. 

At this period, 1856, took place his betrothal 
with the much-respected Princess Charlotte of 
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Belgium. In the year 1857 lie settled with his 
young wife at Milan, where they led a happy life 
in the rose-adorned gardens of Mon2;a, Events 
which shook the world called him two years after- 
wards from this post. 

What he suffered during this time is only to 
be expressed in his own words. He had in his 
library a slate headed with the 'inscription " Me- 
mento Verona !" It continued : " This memento I 
read when I feel unhappy, for more wretched than 
I was then I can never be." 

What took place later belongs to history. 
What he must have suffered, far from all who 
were dear to him, is unspeakable. His wife, 
the heroic companion of his overwhelming sorrows, 
during the time of his government he believed 
Jo be dead. 

We may hope that his spirit in the hour of 
death was comforted by a kind of vision, for 
when they were about to bind his eyes he 
cried, "No! no! for then I could not see my 
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mother." With his look fixed heavenwards, he 
awaited the fatal shot. Upon him we may quote 
his own words :— 

He lived in order to die, 
He died in order to live. 
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CHAPTER I. 



TRIESTE. 



Trieste, 2iid September, 1856. 
The most beautiful view of Triest-e is inconteStal)ly 
seen from the obelisk of Optscbina. The traveller 
drives for hours through the stony wastes of the 
Karstes, on which a heavy curse seems to rest ; the 
rocks form grey figures, which, to the fancy, appear 
the ruins of houses and villages ; dry bushes stretch 
out their arms, and no sign of life rejoices the tra- 
veller's eye. An atmosphere of doubt and mystery 
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is spread over the Karstes, until at length, after a 
long journey, tlie tired wanderer 'is enlivened by 
the sight of the obelisk, standing there like a type 
of hope. Though it is still the yaUey of sorrow, 
above all is noble, bright, and living; the posti- 
lion is hurried on with impatience, the last brief 
ascent to the obelisk is quickly accomplished, and 
now the picture of the infinite lies stretched be- 
fore the feet of the enchanted wayfarer, whose de- 
light is the greater from the contrast it forms to 
the dead sea of stones beneath them. 

Beyond shines the living sea, where the shim- 
mering sails gleam like swans on the water, and 
the fruitful terrace-formed shores, studded with 
beautiful villas, surround it in a semicircle. Last 
of all, the busy town is seen with its roads spread- 
ing out like a map, and a second floating town, 
formed by ships, gay with life and motion. 

The view of Optschina is certainly one of the 
most beautiful in the world. An excellent road, 
with a very slight zigzag, leads down the mountain ; 
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between vineyards and country houses you catch 
sight of, with ever increasing exhilaration, glimpses 
of the beautiful sea,— a foretaste of the South. You 
feel it is Italy ! The town itself is new, and bears 
the stamp of a commercial city. The buildings 
are large, massive, and cleanly, but the architecture 
is poor. The streets are of a tedious uniformity, 
and so like one another as to be uninteresting. 

From an historical point of view it offers little re- 
.markable ; only in the neighbourhood of the cathe- 
dral, which is built on high ground, are to be found 
a few Eoman and old Christian antiquities, but 
they are of not much importance. 

Naturally, every stranger in Trieste seeks to live 
on the quay, therefore we went to the Hotel Na- 
tional, which looks upon the sea, and is one of the 
best houses of entertainment I know. As we had 
visited Trieste before, we did not weary ourselves 
with the so-called curiosities, but were fain to study 
life during our short stay, and found much to in- 
terest us. After an excellent luncheon of fresh sea- 

B 2 
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fish, we were conducted to a riclily-stocked Chinese 
warehouse, from the stores of which the ship 'Wel- 
lington ' was to be laden. 

On board this vessel there were many Chinese 
and Indian sailors ; it was to leave the port the 
following day and return to London ; we embarked 
in a boat and went on board to sfee them. 

After we had made ourselves understood as well 
as we could, by the English sailors, we climbed a 
small narrow rope-ladder on to the foredeck, and 
fancied ourselves amidst a collection of Yieuxlac 
pictures, so entirely were we transplanted into the 
Chinese world. 

We were surrounded by ill-formed men of middle 
size, with pale yellow skins, high- cheek-bones, round 
noses, sloping eyes, and black pigtails several feet in 
length, which grew from the centre of their other- 
wise shorn heads ; their clothing consisted of a 
sack-like spencer, and broad trousers of the same 
colourless material. A few carried a kind of 
parasol made of reeds ; their necks and feet were 
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bare ; ttese were the sailors. They looked coarse 
but good-natured; their faces would have been 
dull and heavy, if their sharp dark eyes had not 
glittered forth from them. 

The people were friendly, although knavish, and 
did not seem in the least embar*assed. At some 
distance apart stood several timid-looking, meagre, 
weakly little men, with dark, oily, shining faces, 
but more noble features, speaking however of dis- 
trust, black hair, and gleaming eyes. Except for 
their turban-covered heads, they were dressed like 
the Chiaese ; their expression was fanatically 
gloomy ; their manner retiriug and serious. They 
were the Indian crew, which, with the addition of 
three or four Europeans, was complete. An English 
captain commanded. 

The uncouthness and disobligingness of the In- 
dians formed a great contrast to the friendly readi- 
ness of the Chinese, At first, it appeared as if the 
captain did not wish to, notice us ; but after a time 
he added a rejoinder to our remarks occasionally. 
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We inspected the interesting parts of the ship, and 
"watched the Indians and Chinese in their varied 
attitudes. Some sat with legs covered ; others lay- 
stretched at full length; others agaia were ga- 
thered round the galley fire in an unsightly mass, 
lighting their short pipes at the embers. 

We must acknowledge that the Chinese are true 
to nature in the representations they give of them- 
selves ; their every posture and every feature were 
already known to us from the haiigiags and screens 
which ornament our European boudoirs. We could 
almost fancy they carried pagodas on their nod- 
ding, turning heads as we looked at their atte- 
nuated limbs, and long, majestic pigtails. By 
these last appendages, though forbidden by Euro- 
peans, the worshippers of Confucius set great store; 
they are so long that during th^ir work they wind 
them round their neck and body. The ages of 
these people appeared to be between thirty and 
forty ; their muscular system was very strong and 
coarse, and inclining to roimdness. 
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One amongst them, who had shown himself par- 
ticularly amiable, and who had smiled often good- 
naturedly and knowingly upon us, spoke broken En- 
glish. We asked him if he had nothing to sell of 
the products of his land, whereupon he brought a 
bundle of little sticks, which, as he gaye us to 
understand by signs, were burnt during prayers. 
When we tried them at home, they burnt a very 
long time, and smelt very agreeably. 

Amongst the Indians two figures interested us 
particularly, — an old man, with q, beautiful white 
beard, prominent nose, thick lips, and dreamy, sad, 
half-closed eyes. A white turban was bound round 
his small head, which contrasted well with his 
dark complexion. His countenance reminded one 
of a heavy-laden, sleepy camel. 

The second was a younger, smaller black man, of 
supple build ; his shiny, curly hali- was of a black- 
blue colour ; his features were noble and beautiful ; 
his complexion was brilliant ; and out of his dark 
eyes shone a gloomy, melancholy .fire. His expres- 
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sion repulsed, while at the same time it attracted 
you, as you see in gipsies, Hungarians, and Jews. 
At our departure we divided among the Asiatics a 
few bright silver pieces, which appeared to make a 
very good impression ; for, as we pushed off from 
the side of the ship, the friendly Chinese put their 
heads out of the ports, and nodded most cordially, 
as I said just now. 

Some days after this I had the gratification, on a 
beautiful sunny day, of swimming for the first 
time in the sea. He who has worked hard to keep 
himself afloat in standing water, and exerted him- 
self like a struggling poodle, feels freshened and 
borne up upon the salt flood, like a iswan on the blue 
waves. The sun, too, shines so deliciously on the 
magnificent harbour, that it is a pleasure to move 
about in these waters. After we had left the bath, 
feeling strengthened, we fished for some time in 
the abundant sea, and drew out oysters, which we 
immediately devoured. "We next gave ourselves 
up to an occui^ation not so pleasant as the last, but 
-very wortliy of notice noverthek'ss. 
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A diver was to descend to the depths of the sea 
before our very eyes. It was an awful moment, and 
had I known before how it was managed, I should 
never have wished to see it. "We ascended to the 
ship on which the poor diver was, — the only one 
amongst 80,000 men who had tho courage to 
follow this trade. 

He already sat upon a bench, clothed in an 
indiarubbcr dress, an air-tight helmet of heavy iron 
on his shoulders, which they screwed on the iron 
rim of his dress. In this covering for his head 
were two glass panes for his eyes, behind the 
opening, into which an indiarubber pipe was fixed, 
for the purpose of conducting air to him through a 
pump. The attire itself is fearful ; all is so tight 
and so screwed, that it gives one a sense of sufi'o- 
cation. 

A heavy anchor was now thrown into the deep 
waters, to which the diver, upon reaching the 
bottom, was to fasten a rope. It was certainly 
more prosaic than if he had fetched the " golden 
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goblets " out of the flood, but the danger was not 
less great. Schiller's beautiful youth was obliged 
to throw away mautle and girdle ; on this poor 
young man heavy weights were hung to preserve 
him under the waters, and the glowing eyes of a 
lovely princess did not inspire him ; he descended 
on a rope ladder, and disappeared in the floods. 
Only the ever- widening circles in the water showed 
where he had sunk. 

Long, long he gave no sign. It was a painful, 
terrible time for us ; the thought forced itself upon 
us that the poor man might be a sacrifice to our 
curiosity. Had I not been ashamed before those 
who were accustomed to this spectacle, I should 
have begged them to call the man back from his 
dangerous undertaking. When our anxiety had 
reached its highest point, he at last gave the sign 
that his work was finished. The machines were 
now set in motion, and they drew the heavily- 
laden hero up again, and quickly disengaged him 
from his oppressive paraphernalia. He was greatly 
fatigued and exhausted. 
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" Er athmete lang und athmete tief, 

IJnd begriisste das himmlisclie Licht ; 
Und frohlockend es Binen dem Anderen rief 
Er lebt, er ist da, es behielt ibn nicbt." 

He confessed that each time it cost him a 
struggle to trust himself to the floods ; the first 
time especially the rush of the stream of air into 
the metal helmet had been terrible to him. Once 
he was taken ill at the bottom of the sea, but he 
was able by a sign to make his ■ condition known ; 
however, he is always exposed io many dangers, 
— the heat may briug on apoplexy. If the pump 
is worked too quickly, and too much air is let 
in, he is stifled ; the same thing occurs if the 
water finds an entrance into his helmet. The 
managers confessed to me that none of themselves 
would run the risk. I readily believed them, and 
wondered more than ever at the courage of the 
diver. He is one of the imperial sailors, and 
is called " Mchola Eendich." He had noble but 
sickly, sad features, and is of a fine although 
slender figm-e. 
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The appearance of a Fata Morgana upon the sea, 
— a sight I had long desired to behold, fell to my 
lot one morning at Trieste, although they are not 
very frequent in this port. We had stepped out 
on the balcony after breakfast, from whence we en- 
joyed the yiew before us. As I looked towards the 
horizon, I fancied I saw a second expanse of water ; 
on the other side were floating saiUng-vessels, but 
turned upside down, and shores unseen before 
seemed stretched before the eyes,? — it was the magic 
sight of a double sea, in whose partition most vari- 
ous objects were represented. 

The most lovely sunlight fell on the scene, which 
lasted long enough for us to contemplate it at lei- 
sure. At length the picture melted like a beau- 
tiful dream into blue air. We only stayed half a 
day longer in Trieste, and then, on a glorious morn- 
ing, clave the waters of the Adriatic on the magni- 
ficent steamship ' Yulcan,' sailing towai'ds the 
coasts of beautiful Hellas. 

My feelings as the harbour vanished from our 
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sight were those of a conqueror, for at this mo- 
ment my dearest wish was fulfilled. We had a 
thousand plans and hopes in our thoughts, so that 
this parting was one of the most cheerful I ever 
experienced. 
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CHAPTEE II. 

THE FIRST DAY ON GRECpm LAND. 

September 8, 1856. 

Towards five o'clock in the morniiig I stepped on 
to the foredeck, and was almost overpowered by 
the noble view which presented itself to my eyes. 
In soft rose-coloured outlines extended the Gulf 
of Patras, as seen in the morning twilight. The 
mountains of the Peloponnesus and the rocky 
tops of Eumelia glowed in the reflection of the 
rising sunbeams; a mysterious semi-darkness en- 
veloped the shores of the calm blue-green sea. To 
the south the vaulted sky stretched into infinite 
distance, the colours were laid on in great massive 
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tones, from the deep blue of the distant mountains 
to the most brilliant rose-red of the glimmering 
rocks. A morning on the Alps is considered as the 
most beautiful thing in nature ; I have seen it, and 
it is certainly a grand spectacle ; but the magnifi- 
cence and glory of the south is unrivalled, and the 
thin mist in the valleys docs not equal the magic of 
the sea. 

To our left we caught sight of Missolunghi, 
where the grateful Greeks have placed a monument 
to Lord Byron. He died here, armed to fight for 
the liberty of the country, whose charms he has 
sung in iromortal verse. Before us, in the deep 
shadows, lay Patras ; to its left was the entrance to 
the Bay of Lepanto, where the shimmer of the new- 
born day is turned into a silver band. Suddenly, 
in the direction of Corinth, the sjin bursts forth, 
and nature rejoices in her new life. 

Scarcely, however, did we see the golden rays 
dancing on the waves, than the speed of our steam- 
ship placed the high mountains of -Patras between 
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US and it ; then we saw it rise once more, this time 
remaiaiag faithful to us, and gladdening us with 
its southern power. Now, again, we saw the 
town, surrounded with green luxuriant vineyards, 
crowned with a ruined Venetian fortress ; its long, 
but not very broad masses of houses stretch along 
the roads. 

As we had not landed since leaving Pola, the 
south burst suddenly upon us ; the barren, rocky, 
mountain-way making the shore look more smUing. 
' Our ship was soon surrounded "by light fishing- 
boats, filled with curious Greeks in. white fusta- 
nellas and artistic caps, who watched the new ar- 
rivals. The little boats, with their three-cornered 
sails, cleft the green transparent -waters like swans. 
As we had cast anchor about tjvo hundred yards 
from the town, several messengers approached with 
a petition to allow our ships to be visited, which, 
however, did not take place, firstly, because we 
had no "pratica," and, secondly, that these visits 
are inconvenient under the cu-cumstances. After we 



THE FIRST DAY ON GtRECIAN LAND. 17 

had cast anclior, which was the first, part of us 
which touched Grecian land, we could contemplate 
the town and its bustle from afar. 

It was an extraordinarily lovely day, just such 
an one as we would desire for a first glimpse of an 
eagerly sought land, and the delight only known to 
a traveller when he reaches the aim of his wishes, 
took possession of me. The exterior view of the 
towu had an Italian character; the houses are built 
in irregular picturesque crowds, and the friendly 
vine clusters over all the wall. 

Patras lies at the bottom of a hill, which slopes 
up to the high mountains. The lower houses 
stretch out to the sea. Its aptiquity was not 
remarkable. "With the exception of one or two 
-sarcophagi, it contaias few interesting relics. 
Whilst under the Venetian rule, *.it was important 
on account of its fortress; but, in the history of mo- 
- dem Greece, it will never be forgotten, because the 
cloisters of Megasderion, close to the town, formed 
the cradle of the rising Hellas. Here the war with 

c 
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the unbelievers was proclaimed saered by the arch- 
bishop, and here the banner with the white cross 
was raised. 

Through the number of its inhabitants, and 
through its commerce, the staple article of which 
is currants, Patras is one of the most important 
towns in Greece. Its circumference increases 
daily. 

As it was Sunday, we met all the citizens in 
pretty dresses walking about. We met hundreds 
of Greeks, in the white fustanellas, moving along 
the quay at the sound of the bell, calling to Mass. 
The number of the boats around us increased 
every minute ; lying in these were the handsome 
sons of the country, ^ — the soldiers in blue, with 
silver-embroidered spencers, narrow red girdles, 
richly folded, ornamented blue spatterdashes and 
red shoes. The features of the G*reeks are noble ; 
their heads rest erect on their proud necks, and 
their fine figures are rendered noticeable by their 
good carriage. 
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After a messenger had been dispatched from our 
vessel to the Consul, our beloved Austrian banner 
was suddenly displayed from a building near the 
sea; soon, too, a Greek boat brought us the 
" pratica," and, finally, our own returned with the 
Consul. 

He was a thin, slight Italian, whose high grey 
hat, like himself, might count many years. Locks 
of grey hair hung down from his head, his sharp 
pointed nose nearly touched his chin, the past alone 
could count his teeth, his long poking neck was 
enveloped by a white cravat resembling a pocket- 
handkerchief, and his stiff body was hidden by a 
dark green diplomatic coat, the tails of which 
announced the importance of his office. 

From all these symptoms we inferred that he 
was very friendly to Austria, and that he intended 
to entertain the Austrians with all manner of fes- 
tivities. We invited him to breakfast, during 
which he related that he had been, an officer in the 
Austrian army, and had served under Haynau and 

c 2 



20 ON THE WING. 

Eadetzky; later, had taken part in the war with 
Ibrahim Pasha ; then had travelled to Nuhia, and 
lastly had come as Consul to Patras, where he 
already lived eighteen years. 

Engaged in lively conversation, he might have 
been taken for an Italian improvisatore. Latterly 
he" had had an opportunity for exhibiting his diplo- 
matic talents. A crowd of Italian and Hungarian 
exiles had collected together at Patras ; they 
treated .him at first with some contempt, but 
stormed him afterwards with petitions to his 
government to aUow them to return home. Two. 
of our gentlemen accompanied him after breakfast 
to his barge. How we envied them, who were so 
soon to tread the famed land, whilst we, on this 
charming day, were obliged to vait tiU the after- 
noon ! 

The gentlemen promised to return and fetch us 
very soon, also to bring with them some of the 
delicious grapes and figs " cooked " in the Grecian 
sun. Professor G. employed the time by drawing 
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from tlie stern of the vessel a view of the gulf 
panorama. Like all he drew, it was most happy. 
The others talked over future plans for journeys to 
come, gloated over the ever-changing spectacle of 
nature, watched the barks coming and going, and 
filled in our diaries. A small vessel hovered 
round us, containing musicians singing beautiful 
songs. 

Yet, in spite of all this, the time seemed very 
long to us before we caught sight of the Consul's 
boat. "We saw by the two gentlemen's cheerful 
faces and lively description how pleased they were 
with their expedition. We were unhappily de- 
tained some time longer on board by a contractor 
whom the Consul brought with him, and with 
whom we signed an agreement relating to our land 
journey to Corinth and Nauplia. 

At half-past one we were at last afloat, and all 
who possessed hands and feet sprang into the boat 
of the ' Vulcan.' Joyfully we steered between 
picturesque merchantmen to shore, An exquisite 
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delight thrilled through me as I set foot for the 
first time on Grecian soil. It was only a week 
since I had taken leave, laughing and rejoicing, of 
my old friends at Stephensthurm, and now I stood, 
thanks to that wonderful mechanical power, steam, 
the triumph of modem ages, upon that land which, 
above all others, appertains to the past. 

The speed of the passage was like magic. There 
we stood in the open plain of Patras, surrounded 
by objects, descriptions of which I can only give 
by faint shadows. At the entrance of a coffee- 
house sat a group of wealthy Greeks, with dazzling 
:fnstanellas and ample dark blue trousers, smoking 
iheii- long pipes. Others stood ne§,r and played with 
their bead-chains, which resemble a rosary, which 
■the restless hands of the Hellenes never leave alone. 

Yonder, a son of the mountains, clothed in a 
white fez, drives a train of horses and asses, whose 
only business it is to briug down the sweet grapes 
from the high hills in baskets and sacks. Here a 
lusty troop of peasants, in Sunday attire, expose 
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the fruit for sale; there a group of screaming 
children gamhoUcd round a grey-headed priest, 
■with a waving beard. Further on, a band of meiTy 
soldiers trarversed the crowd, marching in measured 
step. 

These tableaux were framed by the most varied 
buildings. Some of these were remarkable from 
their neat appearance and clean paint. They 
belong to the rich merchants, who take their siestas 
during the hot noontide behind the green "jalou- 
sies." Other buildings, of a more ruinous aspect, 
were of wood. Beneath the houses run galleries, 
supported by wooden pillars; within these were 
erected richly-coloured booths, where, according to 
the customs of the land, suitable objects were sold; 
the most interesting were the oM weapons, and 
pictures of saints on wood, some of which I 
bought. 

The streets are tolerably wide, but up and down 
hill, and oflfering to civilized feet very uncomfort- 
able stone pavements, upon which trickling streams 
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form tiny waterfalls. Here and there one lights on 
a Place, in the midst of which a few trees, with an 
Oriental well, are generally to be found. Eonnd 
this the women gather, after the fashion of those 
mentioned in the Old Testament, bringing their 
earthen pitchers. Two of these places are called 
"The King's Brace." 

By my desire, we went to a garden on a height. 
We went by rough paths past ruinous huts made of 
rotten timber, bound together by tethers of vine. 
When we had reached it, we were overcome by the 
wondrous view of the gulf. At our feet lay the 
town; the ships appeared as on a mirror, crowned 
with the green mountain-chain of Parnassus. 

We stood upon a terraced plain, under which 
deep caverns, excavated in the olden time in the 
mountaia, served as dwelHng-plaGes to the jackals. 
A group of magnificent fig-trees grew amongst 
creeping goui'ds ; grapes lay strewn upon the earth, 
which the sun was drying into those sweet raisins 
of so great importance in the northern cookery. 
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Thus, in various lands grows and flourishes what 
pleases the palate, but when the sweet morsel is 
swallowed by us, we do not think of its history, or 
of its journey to our distant homes. 

The raisins here are not treated with the same 
regard as in our kitchens ; they are thrown in 
heaps, mixed with the dust of the earth, into dirty 
baskets ; they are packed on the backs of numerous 
donkeys, who, groaning under their heavy burdens, 
bring them to the roadstead, where they are stamped 
closely Luto barrels by men's feet, and shipped off 
to the West. 

This charming garden is enclosed by a wall, 
whose arched gates we entered, and found ourselves 
standing in a perfect palace of viues, which was 
intersected by beautiful shady paths. Stone columns 
support the trailing creepers. Light wooden stakes 
form the skeleton of a thick roof of vines, through 
which only here and there peeps the blue sky. 
Thousands of grapes hang down from the light 
arches, of a size such as one reads of in fables. 
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The pillars of tte leafy dome stood upon low walls, 
^hich. termiiiated on one side in a little summer- 
house. The ground of the broad shady place in 
front of this was paved with great slabs of marble, 
^nd upon one of the surrounding stone benches 
rested two gardeners, stretched in picturesque atti- 
tudes upon soft hides. 

In order to perfect the idyl, a deep, clear well 
stood in the middle, in which the green of the 
ileafy roof and the blue of the heavens were re- 
flected. At its edge were perched two white doves, 
drinking the water. On the ground lay a blue 
fruit, which we thought were plums; they were, 
however, the fallen berries of the fabulous great 
bunches of grapes, which we had tasted with such 
enjoyment. 

We now wandered through the "lovely leafy part, 
which was crossed by luxuriant orange groves. 
Alas ! the fruit with which these magnificent trees 
was overladen, was not yet ripe. Plants which, 
with us, we find in glass-houses, grew here in pic- 
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turesquc variety ; also the inanner in which they 
are planted is pleasantly varied. One imagines 
oneself wandering in Paradise. Such a vegetation 
I had never before seen, such fruits never before 
tasted. 

The charm of these lovely gardens was height- 
ened still more by the view of the sea. The Consul 
was highly pleased by our enchantment, and sym- 
pathized with it. He had rarely, during eighteen 
years, shown to such appreciative travellers the 
wonders of this neighbourhood. Now he was once 
again amongst his equals, — amongst civilized men. 

At length we returned through inhabited streets, 
and paid a visit to the wife of the Consul in the 
Austrian consulate. She is a very polite, elegant 
Venetian lady of middle age, and speaks good 
French. They brought to us, in hex rather untidy 
drawing-room, some girdles, ehabroidered with 
silver and gold, in which the people carry their 
weapons, and one of which I wishBd to buy. 

After the lady of the house had invited us for 
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the evening, we took tlie Consul in a boat belong- 
ing to the ' Yulcan,' to dine with us in the ship. 
We were packed like herrings in our great poop 
cabin, which the heat rendered still more unplea- 
sant. 

After dinner the good old gentleman took us to 
a concert, which was to be conducted by the band 
of an irregular battalion of Greqian infantry, on 
the front place of the above-mentioned gardens, 
and where the whole population of the town was 
to be assembled in rich costumes. 

We already distinguished frorii the ship the 
white fustanella, and heard the souads charming 
us thitherwards. The siesta was over. Beautiful 
women, with long rich hair and pretty dresses, 
showed themselves as we passed along on the 
balconies. 

In the streets also we encountered the most 
charming Patras ladies, leaning on ihe arms of im- 
portant fine-looking men, who were unfortunately 
already retmniing home. We stepped quickly for- 
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wardis, and found a tolerably large circle still 
gathered round the band, whicli just then was not 
playing, and which presented a ve^ shabby appcar- 
:ance. This sight of the people, amongst whom no 
division of classes is to be founds was interesting. 
They are aU brothers of one stock, who having lan- 
guished under the same yoke formerly, have now 
shaken it off together. The sym,pathy in joy and 
sorrow is the cause of their similitude. 

Everywhere, when one nation is subjugated by 
another, this likeness amongst the oppressed is to 
be found, at least in the unanimity of their senti- 
ments regarding the oppressor. .All strive after 
the same object, viz. liberty, and in the struggle 
forget their own individuality. Those families 
whose fathers have fought with peculiar distinction 
in the war of freedom alone take a higher rank. 

After our arrival the band played one more 
piece, and then everybody dispersed. The sun 
had disappeared behind the highe'st summit of Eu- 
melia. The twilight lasted scarcely a quarter of 
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an hour ; we went, therefore, straight to the Con- 
snl's honse, before the darkness should set in. 
His wife received us, surrounded by her children. 
We entertained ourselves as well as we could, and 
somewhat later the music master of the house ar- 
rived, in a national dress, with his charming young 
wife. 

The Consul's lady had probably invited her in 
order to show us one of the best specimens of the 
lovely daughters of Greece. 

This beautiful being, seated beside me, spoke 
little, and only in her own language. Her hus- 
band , played a few of our oldest melodies with a 
good deal of execution. Later, the eleven-year- 
old young lady of the house fired off a much prac- 
tised little piece. I have always had a horror of 
the productions of precocious children, especially 
when their mothers are present,' and one is obliged 
to put on a pleased expression. 

By-and-by, the room filled with all the people 
of rank in the to\^Ti, and, amongst them, the French 
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Consul, who, from his appearance, might haye 
been taken for a porter. We drank tea, that bond 
of union in all society of the nineteenth century, 
and beside this, a fearful national drink, made out 
of bruised gourds, was handed round. The host 
offered long pipes to the gentlemen, whom, at the 
conclusion, we induced, after many importunities, 
to lead the ladies and children through a national 
dance, which appeared very dull and uniform. 
"We thanked our hosts heartily, and returned by 
the glorious starlight to the ' Vulcan.' 
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CHAPTEE III. 

A LAND JOUENEY THROUGH GREECE. 

The contract with the man wlio Tfas to manage our 
journey through Hellas, was concluded. Our ship 
was to rejoin us at Nauplia, and we commenced our 
land journey on a most glorious momuig. 

Our household, with the exception of one man, 
we left on board. Our luggage we also reduced to 
the barest necessaries. We had, on account of the 
fatigues of the way, dressed ourselves in most 
singular costumes, and when we assembled to get 
into the boat, a looker-on might have fancied we 
were a band of strolling actors just setting out on 
their travels. Some had on tall boots, others tied 
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in their blouses with girdles, and were armed with 
clubs, daggers, and guns against robbers, and with 
"umbrellas against the sun. 

The author of this diary drew forth a Chinese 
parasol, made of extraordinarily light stuff, which, 
in spite of the ridicule of his companions, served 
him in good stead. In case of bad weather, we 
had already procured in Trieste some peculiar 
Istrian "marinaros" of brown leather, and provided 
with capes. 

The horses awaited us before the Consul's house, 
who received us on the steps in front in his morn- 
ing neglige. Only a few of the beasts and their 
bridles would bear .inspection. The poor nags 
were in a frightful state of emaciation, and their 
harness was a conglomeration of chains, ropes, and 
bits of leather. 

The contractor, whom we will call Demetry, was 
busily employed in dividing the beasts among the 
riders, and at the same time praised their qualities 
inordinately, in which the Consul, whose eques- 



34 ON THE WING. 

trian comprehension appeared to be very weak, 
supported him zealously. The packhorses were 
laden so heavily with stores and provisions that 
they almost disappeared from our sight. 

At a quarter to seven the long procession set 
out, escorted for safety by the gens d^armes of the 
town of Patras. At first, we passed through the 
fruitful vine- covered hiUs which rose behind the 
town, and over slight ascents; the people were 
everywhere busy with the grape-harvest. Along 
=the road leafy huts were erected, in order to pro- 
tect the fruit. I wondered to find groups of reeds 
of unusual growth on the heights between grapes, 
oranges, and pomegranates. 

The view of the blue gulf and the mountains of 
Eumelia was charming ; a magical repose lay upon 
the landscape, and everything glistened in the 
fresh morning air. The stony road, intersected by 
small streams and bushes, descended by-and-by, 
and led through the dried-up bed of a broad tor- 
rent, in which, to our astonishment, vegetation was 
most Inxuriiius. 
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The oleanders grew in great dark clumps, out of 
•whicli peeped the lovely rose-coloured blossoms ; 
and the modest myrtle, with its dark grey foliage, 
formed bushes of such si^e and luxuriance in this 
sandy soil, that those who have only seen it in pots 
would scarcely recognize it. Our road lay parallel 
with the seashore, and, for the last time, the 
suburbs of Patras were seen in the morning light. 

On the Gulf of Lepanto — famed for its sea-fight, 
— we saw the town of the same name. It is 
hemmed in between high mountains and the sea. 
The fort of Eion lies before it on a small promon- 
tory, and on the side nearest to lis rose the fortress 
of Antirion from amidst the waters. Both these 
fortifications have Greek garrisons. The importance 
of the victory of Don Juan is here intuitively per- 
ceived. We could understand the impossibility of 
the Turkish -fieet finding an outlet when once it 
had crossed this narrow line of sea. Once more 
Lepanto played an important part in the strife for 
liberty. Now it is scarcely of any significance. 

D 2 
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One beautiful picture after auother disclosed it- 
self before our eyes, for the waves of sea-foam 
meeting tbe abundant vegetation offers something 
:new to the traveller, and fresh charms are never 
wanting; the nearer we approach to the sea, the 
more these increased. 

After a three hours' ride, however, in spite of our 
enthusiasm and hilarity, our limbs felt tired, our 
stomachs empty, and our powers of comprehension 
weakened. We were very glad when Demetry 
showed us a spot of green groimd at the edge of a 
little creek, as the "Khan" where we were to get 
our luncheon. 

When we arrived before the hut, our horses were 
■consigned to the servants, and w6 encamped in the 
shade of the building. The marinaros took the 
place of cushions, and a tablecloth was spread on 
the turf. Flasks and plates were taken out of the 
^bags, and, after the old custom, we made a hearty 
meal lying down, and then rested an hour by the 
fresh seashore. A few of the gentlemen took their 
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siesta. My brotlier, Dr. F., and I resolved to take 
a little walk in the neiglibourhood. 

Close to the houses the vegetable world was 
refreshed by wide, pond-like streams, and near the 
sea grew impenetrable thickets. Where the way 
-was not blocked np by the thick foliage and 
branches, the path was rendered difl&cult by the 
most beautiful creepers, whose quaint chains we 
broke through with much labour. 

Our hope was that we might catch tortoises, of 
which we had picked up some on the way, but no 
such good fortune befell us. We remarked a large 
dead plane-tree, on which, iastead of leaves, there 
was a forest of wild vine ; the elegant tendrils 
drooped around us like a green waterfall, — the most 
practised gardener could not have arranged such 
ieautiful wreaths, I would gladly have sketched 
this full, fresh life surrounding the dead limbs, if I 
iad had time. We tasted the fruit of the wild 
vine, and found that it equalled our garden grapes 
in sweetness. When we came back to the shore, 
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Professor G. busied himself with his usual talent in 
drawing the bay with its surroiindings. The Ke- 
corder K. sat in the shade of an oliye-tree, and wrote 
a poem. The rest slept away the pleasant hours, — 
a few, however, having seated themselves on the 
sands. 

We went to bear them company ; the depths of 
the ocean always exercise a mysterious charm upon 
me. Powerfully and irresistibly the bottomless 
flood attracts me, and I rejoice in all that belongs 
40 it. Even the little mussels tTiat were turning 
over in the sand might have been supposed to be 
gold pieces, so diligently did I pick them up. 
Yet soon the signal for departure was given, and, 
according to our corpulency, we jumped, or we 
crept, into our saddles. 

New objects continued to appear and disappear ; 
bay followed upon bay; now we passed over the 
fine sand of the sea, then through bushes and pic- 
turesque hollow ways, or over lightly swelling 
heights. 
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The country may be called -wtilcL and unculti- 
vated, but tbere is a great charm in this rank, 
luxuriant nature. Wtere there are great yellow 
patches of bare earth, there are also pine-trees, with 
their needle-like crowns, which are greener than 
the freshest leaves ; tall plantains,- with their broad 
branches, creepers and vines embracing their 
trunks, and lovely myrtle mixed with the poetic 
laurel. These green resting-places for the eye are 
a hundred times more beautiful than if the cold 
hand of the utilitarian had drawn his straight fur- 
rows through a landscape in which such deep 
peace reigns, which labour has not overturned ; 
no ship disturbs the mirror of the deep blue sea ; 
no church-tower, no ruins distract the eye from the 
glowing mountains. 

lie who complains of the monotony of these 
countries has not experienced their charm, and I 
can only pity the man whose heart does not expand 
with delight when he sips the air pf old Hellas. 

The Grecian sun had soon done its work, and. 



40 ON THE WING. 

after a second three hours' ride, we longed for 
refreshment. Again we approached a " Khan," 
which was thickly surrounded by great olive-trees. 
A few vineyards were to be found in the neigh- 
bourhood, and we expressed our wish to the guides 
to refresh ourselves with the Grecian grapes. "We 
soon procured a quantity of them, and a splendid 
melon. 

On the way we had already met groups of two 
or three persons riding upon asses, carrying dried 
rgrapes in leathern bags to thf markets of the 
larger towns. These riders have a highly pic- 
turesque appearance ; the manner in which they 
are dressed, their peculiar seat upon the animal, 
iheir noble bearing, gave us an exalted opinion of 
the beauty of the Greeks. We found several of 
these men in the "Khan;" most of them were 
strongly armed, which heightened their natural 
dignity. 

When they saw Dr. F. taking snuff, they 
bogged him for a pinch, and thanked him grace- 
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fully for it. They let us examine tlieir- clothes 
without embarrassment, preserving throughout 
their proud, self-reliant bearing. 

In the interior of the "Khan" was a booth-like 
room, in which were offered necessary articles in 
that land. Glasses, pots, and bowls ; amongst 
them were liquors of a rather uninviting smell, so we 
spent the rest of our repose in the open air. As 
we rode on, it appeared that my horse was of 
tolerable speed, which was not the case with all. 
The Eecorder K. asserted that his was vicious 
and kicked. The poor gentleman had never ridden 
before, and was now obliged to make his first essay 
for twelve hours in a bad saddle ! 

Two gens cParmes led our qijaint procession ; 
they were a mixture of Bavarian and Greek, — 
their heads belonged to their Fatherland, and their 
clothes, or uniforms, were Greek. Behind them 
rode Count C, in imperturbable calm, smoking 
and taking in the new impressions dumbly. Then 
followed Prince J. and Baron K. ; the first 
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longed in vain for the comfortable-looking villas, 
with their beautiful inhabitants, which we passed ; 
the latter broke in poor Dcmetry's horse like a 
riding-master. 

Dr. F. went on his way with slow quietude, 
and amused us with interesting anecdotes, which 
he knew how to tell very well. Occasionally he 
refreshed himself with a pinch of snuff. My bro- 
ther generally rode next to him, and protected 
himself from the heat of the sun by a great um- 
brella. Now came G., perched between the 
leathern bulwarks of his Turkish saddle. In the 
ascents and descents compassionate souls gave him 
help, for he, too, was unaccustomed to riding, 
though he carried himself very wdll for a novice. 

I pranced upon my fiery, small grey horse from 
one to the other ; my Chinese pariasol, like a banner 
of victory, in my hand, and am\ised myself with 
the merry jokes of the company. As we once 
more rode by the seaside, we were suddenly over- 
taken by a passing torrent of rain, and were ob- 
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liged to take shelter in a miserable shepherd's hut. 
The rain cooled and purified the air, and the even- 
ing by the shore was all the more delightful, whilst 
in Eumelia, black clouds hung over Parnassus. 

On approaching a small town where "we were to 
take up our quarters for the night, we found the 
surrounding country very wet; we had to wade 
through several brooks, in the middle of which 
oleanders bloomed. One of the horses of the lead- 
ing gens d''armes began to prance in passing a thick 
bush of them. The Prince's horse, next to whom I 
rode, was also frightened, but we passed by in 
safety. The Prince, however, begged me to watch 
how it fared with the rest as they passed this bug- 
bear, so, looking round, I beheld our poor Eecorder 
upon the neck of his brown nag, leading a forlorn 
kind of dance, which ended in his lying helplessly 
on the grass. 

It turned out that the cause of this alarm was a 
donkey covered with reeds, and the horses had all 
.shied at the moving mass. I sprang to my dear 
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Eecorder, who, happily, was uriinjured, and was 
soon in his saddle again, laughing over his disaster. 

A little before sunset we were shown our night 
quarters, viz. the little town of Vostizza. The 
shores of this gulf are particularly beautiful, owing 
to the heights which spring out o.f the sea, hiding 
the past and the coming bay. Vostizza lies upon 
just such a pretty ascent. My trother and I rode 
on now with Prince J. straight to our point. We 
had to pass the bed of a broad river, then up a 
steep hill, which was washed out like a sandbank. 

The sea appears to have once reached nearly 
thirty fathoms higher than it does now. Be- 
tween this bank and the sea stretches a pleasant 
green plain, covered with vineyards ; a few houses 
run out into the sea; in the midst rises a large, 
plane-tree, which is said to date from the time of 
Pythagoras. 

"We rode in at the upper side of the town. The 
cook of Demetry, who had hastened on before, 
^ifuided us to the house where we -were to spend the 
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night. It had the appearance of an inn. On the 

ground floor was a large room, which, instead of a 

window, had an opening upon the street, and which 

served as kitchen, cellar, storeroom, and magazine. 

Our food was already prepared, but covered with 

thousands and thousands of flies, which was not 

agreeable. Besides the flies, several curious toAvns- 

people gathered together, whose clatter, added to 

the buzz of the insects, made a most confusing 

concert. 

Up a tumble-down wooden staircase we mounted 

to the upper story, which contained two so-called 
rooms, in which we could not complain of the new 
fashion of the furniture. Four naked walls, not to 
be called white, so covered were they with dirt; 
our noses, too, could have well dispensed with the 
Grecian atmosphere of the room. 

This was not a comforting prospect ; but after a 
ride of twelve hours, I thought we could make our- 
selves tolerably comfortable wiiih straw and our 
marinaros. 
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The Prince, however, asserted that this station 
was not conformable with the contract which we 
had concluded with Demetry, and that it was be- 
neath our rank to sleep in such quarters. I repre- 
sented that the simplest plan would be to camp out 
in the open ; but the Prince continued to insist 
upon a serious conversation with Demetry, and I 
rested myself meanwhile upon the sill of the open- 
ing in the lower room and watched the movements 
of the Hellenes. Several trains of laden asses, 
horses, and mules went by with slow steps, for as 
there are few carriages in Greece, except at Athens, 
these trains are seen in every street. 

Our appearance soon attracted several of the re- 
spectable people of the town. Since the English 
blockade, strangers are a rare spectacle to Grecian 
eyes. I must, however, confess that the inhabitants 
are more polite than in our more civilized lands. 
If you nod at them kindly, they thank you imme- 
diately with the greeting of the country, laying 
their hand on tht'ir heart and forehead. 
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After some time, Demetry and those who had re- 
mained behind came up, and he was assailed by 
everybody with requests for a better night's lodg- 
ing ; instead of making excuses, he spoke to a few 
well-dressed citizens near, and begged us to follow 
him. He led us into the higher- part of the town, 
and introduced us, with great archness, into the 
handsome and commodious house of a royal officer, 
who must have been not a little surprised to see 
himself suddenly invaded by so large a company. 
He, however, proffered us Oriental hospitality in 
the fullest measure. "We were soon settled in two 
rooms, partly furnished, which were cleaned for 
us, one on the second floor. The master of the 
house was himself present in order to provide for 
our necessities at the shortest notice, and expressed 
himself most cordially towards us in broken French. 

From the larger room there led a frail, almost 
dangerous balcony, with a most magnificent view 
of the opposite bay. It was a Southern night in its 
fullest beauty, — the stars sparkled like diamonds, 
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and the moon like a sMp sailed quietly in tlie blue 
ether. The town, with its lovely gardens, lay in 
silent evening rest ; the sea shimmered in the re- 
flection of the moon ; nature in this solemnized mo- 
ment rested from its work. 

An inward relaxation came over me after the 
overpowering heat of the past day, and a refreshing 
little breeze blew from the sea over the sleeping 
country ; meanwhile the supper and dinner in one 
was laid out, and we addressed ourselves courage- 
ously to it in spite of the swarms of flies. 

The master of the house fetched the best wine he 
possessed, out of his cellar, and looked on with 
anxiety when we raised our glasses to our lips in 
order to taste it. The presence o'f our amiable host 
alone deterred us from dashing tiem down again. 
It was a sweetly-sour drink, which, from the goat- 
skin bottle it was kept in, had become truly horri- 
ble. Enthusiastic as I generally was over Hellas, 
I never got on well with its wine. 

A merry conversation enlivened our meal, but at 
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length our bodies demanded their rights, and we 
retired to rest. We found only one bed and two 
diyans prepared for us, a part of the company there- 
fore accommodated themselves upon the floor. To- 
wards five o'clock we were awoke by the sound of 
the reveilUe, we hastily swallowed our breakfasts 
and were then conducted to a cellar where lay two 
very beautiful antique statues. 

Art in Vostizza did not appear much advanced, 
since they had left these rare marble forms lying 
amongst rubbish in the deepest obscurity. One 
was a female figure, probably a Geres, with excel- 
lent draperies, but unfortunately the head was 
wanting ; the other was the statue of a slender 
youth whose limbs showed a beautiful regularity. 
A fine head of a man, with noble features, lay near 
the other two. The marble was transparent, like 
that which, so we are told, was used in Penthe- 
licon. 

This neglect of such fine works of art proves, 
that if the modem Greeks have inherited the 
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courage, wit, and ctmning of their ancestors, the 
creative genius of these latter exists no more. The 
flower of that art is dead, and we scarcely find even 
a trace of its roots, so that we dare not hope for a 
fresh growth. When we returned to our lodgings, 
we found our horses already before them. We 
thanked our friendly. host and resumed our journey. 
We passed through several streets in picturesque 
confusion, like those of Patras. At half-past six 
o'clock we were outside the town. The sun had 
risen splendidly over the mountains of Corinth, 
announcing a very hot day. At- the farther extre- 
mity of the plaia we saw the first palm-tree rising 
majestically thirty feet high over a desert church- 
yard. The emblem of peace had sprung from the 
bodies, and pointed its slender shafts upwards to 
direct the living to their future. The lower part 
of the ancient leaves formed the scaly rind of the 
trunk, which each year puts on a fresh crown, con- 
sisting in a green basket-like busTi growing on the 
highest point of the tree. 
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From the town the road leads slowly downwards 
in a broad vineyard-covered plain,! stretching on to 
the moTintatas. It was traversed by several dried 
-river-beds, filled with rich oleander bushes, which 
wandered into the sea. The vineyards were full of 
life, and we met many trains of rich and poor in 
the most variegated dresses, riding on mules or 
asses. They were either going from or retiring to 
the leafy huts with the consecrated grape-crop. 

These vine-dressers' huts offered an Oriental 
picture. Several women, with disordered black 
hair, cooked the frugal meal inside, and without 
stood the master in all his manly beauty, artistic 
dress, and rich weapons. The children crawled 
among the great melon heaps. This fruit grows 
to a perfect sweetness and dehoacy between the 
vines, and I first learnt to know its pxcellence here. 
Close by stood groups of the beasts of burden, 
laden with goat-skin bottles and baskets for carry- 
ing the pressed must and the full grapes. The 
vines are not, as among us, trained up sticks. 

E 2 
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They either form shady roofs, supported by light 
poles, or they throw their green, chains from tree 
=to tree ; they also trail upon the ground, and 
weave a fresh green network over the plain. 

This verdured plain is only as long as the town. 
^As soon as it is ended, the mo.untains again ap- 
proach the seashore, so that the road winds at times 
along dizzy rooks. We were astonished to see how 
clever the horses were in climbing, cat-like, over 
the steepest ascents. Often the path ran danger- 
ously near the edge of the rock, whose base was 
laved by the blue waves, and whose topplLng crags 
overshadowed us in an alarming manner. Occa- 
sionally, instead of the rocks, we saw sand-cones, 
which have been washed into the oddest shapes by 
the rippling water. 

It amused me to watch the playful movements 
of the waves as they climbed the heights, now 
caressingly, now boisterously, declaring a continual 
war against the shore. The stones seem frequently 
cleft by the water. The road became so steep that 
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we were obliged to dismount and lead our horses 
after us. The necessity for this, however, soon 
ceased, and the burning air was cooled by rain. 

On the high walls of rock grew pines, laurels, 
and the evergreen-oak. These oaks were only the 
size of bushes, and were covered with small prickly 
leaves, but the fruit surpasses greatly that of our 
oaks. In the gardens of Yienna this tree has not 
been introduced ; but I had the pleasure of seeing 
several shoots, which I took with me, take root at 
home. The boughs, bending gracefully over the 
road, were covered with creepers, of which I col- 
lected as many seeds as I could, and put them into 
my travelling bag, to plant, if possible, in my 
garden. 

After we had passed one or two more bays, the 
rocks retreated suddenly further from the sea, and 
we found ourselves on a level between two creeks 
covered with vines and olive-trees. We also passed 
by the finest fig-tree I had seen yet. It stood in 
the midst of a vineyard ; the branches were laden 
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with baskets, full of the most beautiful fruit. Our 
guides threw themselves upon the tree and se- 
lected some of the finest figs and grapes, which 
were a real refreshment to us poor, tired, and heated 
wanderers, only the quantity was greater than we 
could carry. There is nothing in the world sweeter 
or more delicious than Grecian fruit, and parti- 
cularly the honey-like fig. The mountaias ended 
abruptly by a river, rather dang^ous for the rider. 
An old bridge led over it, but as one of the arches 
was wanting, we were obliged to go through the 
water. It flowed on for some time through a beau- 
tiful valley. A chirp of insects accompanied us 
the whole way ; the noise often becoming so loud 
and shrill that we took it for a bird, and looked to 
see if it were a peculiar kind of q-ijail. When, how- 
ever, we traced the sound to one particular olive- 
tree, and could not discover any bird, we felt sure 
that the soimd was that of a cricket. We had 
quenched our overpowering thirst with the figs and 
grapes, but as we also experienced hunger, we 
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were glad to hear from Demetry that a small house 
stood on the shore of the bay before us, in which 
'we might take our breakfast. It was built on the 
shifting sand, a few steps from the sea, whose cool- 
ing breezes did us much good, for the heat had be- 
come extraordinary. The roof of the *' khan " was 
pierced with holes, like the hut of a beggar ; the 
remainder of the building was just like the ruins 
we have already described. Before the miserable 
walls of the upper story was a balcony, under 
which we took our repast of eggs, cakes, and cold 
meat ; what was wanting in the meal was supplied 
by good humour, though a few voices were raised, 
by those who had hoped for more comforts on the 
journey. Dr. F. complained, like a genuine com- 
fortable Yiennese, over the eating and drinking. 
Professor G. and I combated him diligently as sin- 
cere enthusiastic travellers and admirers of Hellas. 
Meanwhile our guides quarrelled and screamed, 
which gave us the opportunity of learning to 
know the sound of the native tongue, and in- 
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spired me so much that I swung myself upon the 
tottering balcony, and thundered forth to our com- 
pany in a language resembling the Grecian tongue, 
which greatly increased our merriment, and im- 
mediately attracted the attention of the Greeks. 
The modern Greek sounds very differently when 
used by the common people from what it does 
in the mouth of the better class ; it then resembles 
more the ancient Greek, and they always try to 
bring in classical words to thef exclusion of the 
Sclavonic element. 

After a short rest we again set off. I, with 
Professor G., led the troop ; and we passed a pleasant 
afternoon in quiet, thoughtful conversation. "We 
spoke principally of the magical effects of colouring 
in this country ; he expressed himself as a genuine 
artist, and I enjoyed his sound reflective judgments. 
During the conversation we continued to ride 
through the fine sand of the shore, which height- 
ened the charm of his discourse. The deep blue, 
and clear green surface of the undulating water. 
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captivated us irresistibly, and illustrated what he 
said. We rode delightedly into the beating waves, 
and felt tlie charm which lies in contemplating 
these dancing waters and thei;- innermost life. 
The stronger ones suppressed and rolled over the 
weaker ones, and their noble strength and power 
V melted at last softly and beautifully upon the 
bright clean sand, in a light white rushing 
foam. 

Suddenly, then, the mystic flood draws back, and 
only the little hardy outrunners trickle on the sand. 
Scarcely does one think oneself on dry land when 
a still more powerful wave dashes quickly up, and, 
like a troop of bridleless horses, runs still further 
than the former into the beach, going off again in 
empty foam, like a restless soul,^-the distress of a 
bold, discontented mind, which melts away like the 
wave into the sand. 

There was a wild pleasure in leading our frightened 
horses into the tossing element, and letting the 
waves dash against their hoofs. The beasts were 
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often driven back by their power, but our threats 
brought them back again, and we, with the whole 
party, enjoyed this play in. the waters. 

One minute the path wormd upwards, and new 
pictures Avere spread before us ; these were repeated 
where the indented heights broke the uniformity of 
the shore. The figures of our fellow travellers, 
seen first on the yellow patches of sand and stones, 
and then slowly climbing the heights, like sil- 
houettes in the blue air, and then suddenly dis- 
appearing behind a rock, added to the interest, — the 
fantastic figures forming a contrast to the majestic 
solemnity of nature. 

Upon one of the hills we came npon the ruins of 
a fortress, which had been destroyed through the 
fury of the Turks. In poor Hellas frequent traces 
are to be found of how fearfully the hand of the 
Moslem has been laid on the Christian lands, and 
how heavy their revenge on thfe combatants has 
been. The wounds of the country will bleed some 
time longer, and it will requu'c a firm hand to 



A LAND JOUKNEY THEOUGH QEEECE. 59 

bring it to such a point as will enable it to make 
use of the hardly won victory. 

Down from these rocks we rode on through the 
usual vegetation to the shore, which we did not 
quit again imtil, at five o'clock, we came to the little 
place of Sakoly, destined to be our station for the 
night. It also is built on the sands, and has rather 
a Turkish than a Grecian appearance. The chimney- 
pots glittered like minarets; except for these 
ornaments, everything in this village is poor and 
at the lowest degree of culture. 

We were agaia shown a "khan," in which we 
found a small room with two wooden bedsteads. 
Until the meal was ready we went to walk upon 
the beach ; but the coolness of the evening, con- 
trasted with the previous heat of the day, was so 
great that we dared not stay long:to enjoy the ever- 
increasing fresliness. The sun had gone to rest 
gloriously,- and with the dangerous change of tem- 
perature, usual in Greece, came the night. Before 
the meal I wrote my diary. The uncomfortable 
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coucli and the insects preTented oiir going to sleep 
till late; we were packed together like herrings, 
which gave rise to many squaljbles and many- 
jokes. 

I had not slept many hours when the Eecorder K. 
woke me, because he could not sleep himself, and 
was restless in consequence. Naturally, we let the 
others have no more quiet. Oux breakfasts were 
brought to us, and some time before sunrise we 
left our night's lodging. I was so unwell that it 
was only out of consideration for the rest of the 
company that I forced myself to ride. I awaited 
the warm rays of the sun with anxious longing. 

The bare summits of the mountain tops kindled 
in the glow. Towards Corinth, the purple band of 
the dawn became clearer and warmer, untU at 
length, at the moment the sun appeared, it was 
transformed into a sea of golden rays. The sea 
lent a golden-tinted fringe of foam to the shore, the 
vine-covered mountains gleamed in light green ver- 
dure, and the pine-trees swung t5 and fro in the 
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fresli air. My indisposition continued to increase, 
and an hour after sunrise I was obliged to lie down 
in the open air. Dear Dr. P. covered me with 
cloaks and mariaaros, and did me so much good, 
that after a little while, the caravan was able to 
start once more. 

"We followed the gulf for some time, often 
hindered by the numerous bushes. "We frequently 
passed houses, which were, however, mostly de- 
serted. Several Scriptural-like wells stood near the 
sea. By the " khan," where we were to breakfast, 
stood a crowd of mules laden with grapes. My 
companions instantly seized on these, but I was so 
tired with riding that I went on on foot. 

Towards noon we reached Sizia, a small place by 
the shore, where Demetry had procured us quite a 
neat, gaily-painted, and well-arranged house for this 
neighbourhood. A terrace looked upon the sea. 
The room appeared a mixture of Oriental taste and 
European civilization. It contained several divans, 
gold-framed mirrors, Etruscan vases and clocks. 
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i3ut that which we thought still more charming, 
was the beautiful and amiable cousin of our young 
host. She must have had some expectation of our 
arrival, for her fez, set so neatly on her brown hair, 
and the material of her fur-trimmed dress, were too 
magnificent for every-day use. 

She appeared to be pleased at our admiring her 
beautiful costume. We went into the drawing- 
room, and could there observe the arrangement of 
a well-to-do Grecian house. In the East every- 
thing is done for show and magnificence, so they 
give us gold-embroidered towels; but there is 
wanting, amidst this extravagant luxury, most of 
the common comforts of life. In almost every 
Grecian room hang, in simple wooden frames, the 
portraits of the King and Queen, the soldier-heroes 
of liberty, and also scenes from the wars against 
the Turks. The pictures, however, were not 
worthy of the men or their deeds, and showed but 
a small amount of artistic talent. 

After a short rest we continued our road to 
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Corinth along the coast, and towards evening the 
proud Acro-Corinth, with the town, rose before ns 
on the extremest point of the gulf. The nearer 
the sea comes to the shore, the darker becomes its 
blue and the calmer its surface. The manner of 
building the houses, like the manner and appear- 
ance of the men, changes in this broad plain. 
Complexion and features take a gipsy-like cast, 
and the dress is light and disorderly. We rode on 
for hours without appearing to get nearer the 
town. 

At sunset Acro-Corinth, and some of the higher 
summits, glowed in inexpressible beauty; other 
mountains were coloured orange and violet, and the 
most distant were veiled in that mystic black-blue 
which excites the imagination with a vague long- 
ing. The sea, too, had a deeper colouring than I 
ever saw elsewhere. We rode quietly and admir- 
ingly through all this magnificeut colouring, be- 
neath which the yellow earth peeped forth in 
several places. 
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Below Corinth, tlie topmost boughs of the olive- 
trees shone for the last time in the rosy glow ; the 
sun sank behind the mountains of Patras, and 
the soft air of twilight fell over the surrounding 
country. While we continually fancied we were 
close to Corinth, it fled before us, like a deceptive 
mirage ; we rode and rode, and could not reach it. 
The air upon the plain after sunset was disagree- 
able, and made us feel realjy uncomfortable. 
However, just as night overtook us, we reached our 
goal. Fearful,— yes, horrible, — appeared the ruins 
and subterranean vaults upon the pale desert earth. 
"We rode amidst a sea of stones, but out of the 
Hack depths a poisonous air seemed to issue. A 
few solitary figures crept from fragment to frag- 
ment, like evil spirits. It was a picture of de- 
struction, and the curse. We fancied ourselves in 
the city of the dead. 

At length we came to a somewhat more civilized 
j)art of the town, where life appeared to reign once 
more. We stopped in a small place, before a 
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brilliantly-lighted, nice-looking house, that shone 
upon us like a star out of the* darkness. It be- 
longed to the family N., to whom our host had 
announced us without our knowledge. "We did not 
know what to do in our new situation, until, to our 
delight, we heard German voices ; at the same 
moment a great figure came towards us out of the 
obscurity, and invited us, in the German tongue, to 
sit down and pass the night in the family N.'s 
house. 

"We followed this voice crying in the wilderness, 
which at that moment really seemed to us like that 
of a prophet, and stepped through the door of the 
dwelling. 

Here stood men and women, in the national 
costume, evidently apprized of our arrival: The 
German was a physician, who had lived here many 
years. He led us to a clean, prettily-furnished 
room on the first floor, and intyoduced us to the 
daughter of the house. 

Eulalia, as this fair one was called, appeared in a 
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gorgeous costume tliat heightened her beauty, and 
Helen herself, could she have reappeared, might not 
have scorned the beauty of the Grecian damsel. 
She -was a brilliant meteor in her first youth. Her 
tall, slender figure, of regular proportions, showed 
the noble form of Southern development. Her 
features were those of an antique cameo. Upon 
the ivory skin were pencilled with proud decision 
her dark brows, over her almond-shaped eyes. Her 
glorious hair fell back in waves off her dazzling 
temples, and upon her head was placed the dark fez, 
with its long tassel, which dangled on her shoulder. 
Unfortunately, she only spoke Greek, and Dr. H. 
was obliged to act as interpreter. 

Her father is Minister of the Interior in Athens, 
and she will soon go there ta marry a doctor. 
Amongst her suite were several companions, and a 
brother of her father, who, a few months after 
our visit, was killed in a party .combat with the 
peasants. After we were once more alone, we 
seated ourselves, tolerably tired by our journey, 
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round the tea-table. The recorder, K., was unwell. 
Dr. H., whom we had invited to dine with us, 
rewarded our civility with long, interesting anec- 
dotes on the state of Greece. These stories did 
not give a good account of the natives ; but in this 
he only practised retaliation, for the hatred of the 
Greeks to foreigners is so great that they have 
coined a word expressly to convey this meaniag. 
Only for physicians have they any respect, because 
they expect help from them agaiast the dreadful 
fevers which raged but now so fiercely ia Corinth. 

Bathing in the sea and the air during the twi- 
light, is dangerous. Owing to the temperance of 
the iuhabitants and the otherwise good climate, 
other evils are rare. More dangerous than the 
fever are the robbers. According to Dr. H.'s ac- 
count, the greater proportion of the people are of 
this craft, and its followers are said to have raised 
themselves to court dignities. 

As all men who fought in the wars of freedom 
(called Palikaren, heroes) have the right to bear 
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arms, robbery becomes especially easy to tbem. 
Often, in the middle of the town, a house is at- 
tacked; our night's lodgings :in Vostizza were 
thus once endangered for a wjiole night. Tra- 
vellers do well to be accompanied by a sufficient 
number of gens d'armes. If such dangerous men 
are caught, it may happen that they rise after a 
-short imprisonment to honour and distinction, for 
patronage and bribery are still greater here than in 
-civilized countries ; thus the highest in the land are 
sometimes in doubtful company. 

Party quarrels also divide and destroy the coun- 
try to a sad extent. The principal strife is between 
-certain families who, having been distinguished in 
the war foi' freedom, form a succedaneum for our 
aristocracy. In every town one of these has the 
•upper hand, whilst the rest do all in their power to 
dislodge them. 

In Corinth it was our friendly hosts, the N.'s, 
who led the city, and exercised a kind of feudal 
power. This family finds its support in the favour 
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of the King. The father of Eulalia, as I have 
already said, is Minister of "War ; another brother 
is Pilikar and aide-de-camp of his Majesty. 

Should the royal favour be withdrawn from them, 
/they are, according to Dr. H.'s assertions, no longer 
safe for an hour in their four walls. Even if the 
good doctor's account was a little exaggerated, it 
was very iateresting, for it was the first time we 
had listened to a free conversation on the country 
and its customs. "When he began to describe the 
horrors of the fever, our Kecorder vanished suddenly, 
and, after we had fini.shed supper^ we found him in 
a state of great emotion. He complained of dread- 
ful pains in his knees, and in reality looked feverish. 
Inwardly he quite believed he was a victim to the 
fearful epidemic, and was very much alarmed, but 
would not hear of consulting the physician. We 
forced some cold bandages upon him, and only 
retired to rest when he was a little re-established. 

The beds were broad and soft, and the arrange- 
ments luxurious for the country. We saw that we 
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were sub umbra alarum in the house of a man whom 
'' the King delighteth to honour." After our great 
fatigue we slept excellently ; hut in spite of the 
soft pillows and gold-emhroidered linen, there were 
many traces in the morning of a savage army of 
dwarfs on our mottled bodies ! Magnificence and 
dom next door to one another ! 

Early in the morning the friendly H. appeared 
with our horses, to conduct us, after a hearty 
breakfast, to the far-famed Acro-Corinth, It was 
5 o'clock A.M., and a fresh morning air gave us 
reason to expect a fine day. The increasing light 
showed us the ruins of the once flourishing town, 
on which, in spite of the soft morning rays, we 
could still trace the curse of heaven. Where were 
the palaces, the noble woods of cypress trees, the 
innumerable remembrances of ancient Greece? 
"Where did the chaste figures of the priestesses 
wander ? All the charms we find described in 
classic lore are vanished. Man's spirit has ceased 
to rule, and it is only the elements in their might 
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wliicli inspire us with admiration. The sea, the 
sky, and the mountains distract our glances from 
the twice-destroyed town, whose few remains only 
show to posterity its former grandeur. Our con- 
ductor led us first to the ruins of the temple of 
Neptune. 

They merely consist in four orlfive low columns, 
which are mighty even in their downfall. Two of 
these are bound together by a horizontal block of 
stone. One of these threatens a speedy downfall, 
for from the lower part a great piece is broken out, 
and has been plastered up with small stones and 
cracked mortar. 

Did this temple stand in France or England, it 
would be put under a glass case by the archae- 
ologist ; for where there exists a scarcity, possession 
is prized, and where, as here, there is such abun- 
dance, it is scarcely valued. 

The prettiest Etruscan vases are to be bought 
here for a mere trifle, though cdnsidered at home 
like jewels only fit for a museum. I did not 
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neglect the opportunity of procuring some of these 
lovely shaped vessels. Behind the ruins of Nep- 
tune's Temple, the ground began to rise. We 
could ride outside the town up to the ruins of 
Acro-Corinth. 

Everything around us was desert with the ex- 
ception of a large fig-tree, which overshadowed a 
beautiful Turkish well, on the stones of which 
were inscribed some verses from the Koran. A 
thin Moorish woman filled her earthenware pitcher 
from it. Dr. H. told us that a few of these 
children of the equator remained- from the time of 
Ibraham Pasha, though the greater number had 
fallen victims to the rage of the fanatical Hellenes. 

In Corinth, in particular, the most horrible 
scenes of cruelty took place, — the Mussulmen slew 
the defenceless ones, and were naurdered in retalia- 
tion themselves by the victorious Greeks. 

From the well, the road continued to become 
steeper, and we soon were climbing up great rocks 
upon the craggy heights. Thg town vanished 
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for some minutes from our sigM, and from the 
southern side we perceived the extraordinary stony 
fortress which stands at the entrance of the steep 
path. Wells, towers, and batteries are planted 
with a bold and practical genius on the single out- 
stretched rock, one of the many useful works of the 
Venetian rule. Before the once terrible gate we 
dismounted, and led our horses up the rest of the 
way. We knocked at the great dark door, which 
was ppened to us from the inside by a smart look- 
ing Grecian hussar. Through a dark archway, 
before which hung a portcullis, we passed to a 
small house which serves now as a residence to 
the garrison. This latter consists of ten or twelve 
wretched-looking men, who, according to the ideas 
of the country, are called soldiers ! 

In front of the barrack lay six or seven Venetian 
cannon without wheels ; as if, tired of the long in- 
action, they had determined to make themselves 
comfortable. Acro-Corinth is built irregularly 
round the flat of the rooks, whose edge is sur- 
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rounded by a wall, upon whicli, from point to 
point, little towers are erected. 

Broken pieces of rock, great heaps of ruined 
stones, bare walls of small bouses, some cannon, 
bones of men and beasts lie in the direst confusion 
one on another. 

Any attempt at order or a passable road is not 
dreamed of. In one of the many recesses of the 
rocks near the entrance, we found most of the 
houses in ruins, and in the middle a small chapel 
Jrom which sprang young fig-trees. In these huts 
the inhabitants of Corinth sought refuge, after the 
^Greeks for the first time took tho fortress fr'om the 
::Turks. 

Dr. H. made us remark two curious plants, 
growing between these ruins. One is the poison- 
ous squirting-eucumber, the fruit of which, if 
touched, shoots forth its grains of seed with such 
force that the unwary bending over it may in a 
moment lose their sight. I covered my eyes, and 
struck the gourd with my foot,- then I heard the 
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-seeds rattling against my hat. The other plant 
twined round the stones with beautiful dark green 
leaves. Its blossoms were of a pure white, and 
filled with an innumerable number of fine stamens ; 
a sweet and delicious smell was given forth by this 
delicate flower. The fruit was long, resembling a 
small green cucumber ; the inside of it was filled with 
little red seeds. Tet neither fruit nor flower gives 
the plant its importance, but the tiny dark green 
buds, which, under the name of — the reader must 
have guessed it already — " capers," find their place 
upon every table. 

We had still a good bit of the outer wall to 
climb, until, on reaching the highest point, we be- 
held Hellas, like an open map, lying below us. 
Towards the town the dark narrow band of the 
Isthmus stretched between two of the sunlit glassy 
plains. This fruitful strip of land is unfortunately 
uninhabited and uncultivated, and only a few pine- 
woods break the surface of yellow earth which lies 
like an unused treasure. 
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There was a plan of colonizing Germans on the 
Isthmus, but it came to nothing through the want 
of energy in the Government, and tlie hatred of the 
Greeks for foreigners. German industry might 
have saved the beautiful country by culture, and 
the four hundred families who were destined to do 
it have shown their neighbours how rich and happy 
it was possible to be on such a soil. 

The breadth of the Isthmus, always inconside- 
rable, appears still narrower when seen from above. 
On the further side of the sea, immediately by the 
shore, the mountains of Eumelia and Livadia rise 
towards the heavens. The rockstare bare of trees, 
but coloured by the sun. Mountains appear, like 
men, to be mean or noble. The heights of Hellas 
arise like the noble forms — like old heroes. A 
Helicon, a Libetrius, a Cythero, stand forth Like 
the ghosts of a glorious time. In the direction of 
Athens and Salamis the fog presented our distin- 
guishing objects cleai'ly. On that side we saw, 
nearest to us, Lutrcki, u small settlement, with the 
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depot of the Austrian Lloyd's, and an inn destined 
for the passengers of the steamboat. On the same 
coast lay Eelamachi, where travellers are again 
taken up in a steamer to go on tO' Athens. 

Below us was Corinth, less frightful and more 
pleasing when contemplated from this height. 
Several towers are to be seen from hence, with which 
the Turks had surrounded the town. The ground 
sinks down gradually towards the city, which may 
be reached in about half an hour. From the rocks 
of Acro-Corinth is a tolerably large, vine-covered 
plain, whilst, from the mountains to the Morea 
stretches an olive-wood for nearly a league, whose 
fruit brings in to the various proprietors a yearly 
income of 50,000 thalers. 

The trees of this grove are at a certain distance 
from each other, and in height and form resemble 
large willows. Their colour depends on the degree 
of cultivation bestowed on them, those most care- 
fully tended being of a darker hue; in Dal- 
matia, as at Eagusa, the leaf is of a dark grey- 
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Hue. The plain before us runs into a narrow 
rocky pass, through, which is the road to NaupKa, 
bordered by a river. A glimpse was here caught of 
the interior of the Morea, showing us huge moun- 
tarus of a wild character. The impression of the 
panorama was elevating and lovely. Earely was 
the hand of man to be traced anywhere ; in parti- 
cular, the Morea looked like an unexplored country, 
which had not yet been enslaved by mankind. 

As our time was very limited, and the road to 
Nauplia was long, we were obliged soon to leave this 
rich scenery, taking our way back to the entrance 
door by the opposite side. This road led us by a 
well, hewn in the rocks, filled with excellent water, 
in which Corinth abounds. We passed a small 
barrack, in which Bavarians were lonce quartered ; 
except this, we saw nothing but *rocks. A few 
soldiers hung about in hideous ;uniforms. The 
Greek in his national costume, and the Greek in 
foreign uniform, are as far apart as the heavens and 
earth, — so proud, slender, and graceful does he 



A LAND .TOURNEY THROUGH GREECE. 79 

"appear in his fustanella and fez ; So mean, thin, and 
pitiful in the uniform of the stranger. 

Through the same gate by which we had entered 
we now left the fort, which the Greeks had only 
-gained from the Turks by cunniug. It is a pity 
that the great work of the "Venetians is now falling 
to the ground. The walls are crumbling away, and 
most of the cannon, adorned with the proud lion of 
St. Mark, have been coined into money by the 
Government. Opposite Acro-Coriath, and between 
the mountains of the Morea, another rock juts out, 
and on its summit stands the oblong castle belong- 
ing to the 'N. family. We went down the steep 
part of the road on foot, only remounting our 
horses near the Turkish well. On returning to 
N.'s house we found the Eecorder and Professor G., 
who had remained in the town on account of their 
great fatigue. They had visited its curiosities, and 
had so much to relate about them that my brother, 
Dr. F., and I resolved to see them, also, as quickly 
as we could. 
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Dr. H. led us up some steps, cut out of the rock, 
in the form of a semicircle, and one or two fathoms 
4eep. Beneath this projection lies the far-famed 
grotto of Aphrodite. In the midst of this grotto 
we perceived a small opening, from whence springs 
a stream of the freshest water; this stream then 
finds its way through a hollow in the rock and 
spreads across the fields. 

In the rivulet the mythic priestesses of Yenus 
were wont to bathe themselves ; their temple stood 
just over this ledge of rock. Every Greek who was 
famous, but more especially generals, were obliged to 
place a maiden as priestess in this temple. In the 
interior of the cave the fresh water spread a deli- 
cious coolness with which the soft plashing harmo- 
nized charmingly. The ground was covered with 
the finest sand, and from all the clefts of the rocks 
sprang fresh grass. 

From the height where the tempje once stood, the 
ground sinks insensibly on both sides into the form 
of a horseshoe, so that from the country the interior 



A LAND JOUENEY THROUGH GREECE. 



81 



of the cavern could not be seen, &nd only the view 
of the sea was to be enjoyed. 

In the time of the Turks a Pasha buUt, on the 
spot where the temple stood, a palace, with steps 
conducting to the subterraneous chamber, which 
was used as a bath ; now both the temple and bath 
have vanished before God's anger over the sinning 
town, and the gardens, temples, and theatre, toge- 
ther with the 300,000 inhabitants of ancient 
Corinth, have become dust and ashes. The present 
Corinth is not larger than a German village. When 
we retm*ned, the beautiful Eulalia stood under the 
gateway, and bewitched us all with her glances. 
We took leave of her, thanked her for our enter- 
tainment, and mounting our hoi^ses rode towards 
Nauplia. 

Professor G., however, did not follow our exam- 
ple, thinking it would be easier to go on on foot. 
However, when outside the town, with the help of 
seyeral of us, he worked up upon his horse, we 
asserting that he only pretended the wish to walk, 
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that he might not be obliged to take his saddle by 
storm in sight of the bride of Corinth. 

It was really a good thing that we were leaviag 
Eulalia's vicinity, for the figure of this lovely ma- 
gician had affected us all deeply. This time a 
greater number of gens d^armes accompanied us, 
because the rocky hollow through which we were 
to pass offered easy lurking-places to the robbers. 
When we arrived at Nauplia, we heard that the 
night before, a band of eighteen persons had been 
attacked and plundered in this narrow pass. Ban- 
ditti in Greece are an understood thiag. It appears 
that the morality of the Greeks is not raised by the 
ideas of king, fatherland, and brotherly love. Their 
own advantage is their guiding star. Even the 
marriages are not from affection, but in most cases 
bargains of convenience; and the reflection that 
you are committing a wrong upon another vanishes 
with them before the pleasure of filling their own 
pockets. 

We had soon crossed the bad stony road leading 
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over the plain of Corinth, and when we arrived at 
the river, found ourselves in a narrow valley, which 
we did not leave again till we came to Nauplia. 
Every now and then the barren way was enlivened 
by groups of pines and oleander-bushes growing in 
the rivers' beds. We could easily understand how, 
behind these fields of rocks, these innumerable 
ascents and hollows, the robbers ^could play a most 
comfortable game ! The smallest band could have 
fallen on our rear-guard, and, if it had been neces- 
sary, vanished without leaving any trace. 

The commencement of this route was only to be 
compared to the Earstes. From time to time we 
found pickets of the militia stationed for our pro- 
tection; we counted seven of them. The good 
peoj)le were dressed very poorly in the national 
dress, armed with long muskets, and looked so un- 
inviting that we took the first picket for the bandits 
themselves. 

Unfortunately we did not make acquaintance 
with any of these highwaymen, though many may 
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have slunk by us; but the gens d^ amies spoiled 
;tlieir game. None of us would hare minded a 
^slight encounter, provided it had been without 
serious results. Por our indemnification five large 
eagles hovered over our heads, and two of them 
were so obliging as to come so close that we could 
count every feather. These were the more suitable 
inhabitants of this stony desert. We hoped to be 
able to try our guns (which we had carried with us 
the whole journey) on one of these princes of the 
air, but before we could lay our hands on them 
they vanished out of the range of shot. 

The heat had become so intolerable that I was 
obliged to quench my thirst at a romantic, choked- 
up mill-stream. The spots surrounding it were 
beautiful, but the water was brackish and muddy. 
At length the narrow valley opened, and the road 
sloped gently up the mountains. I was reminded 
forcibly of our own Alpine country, particularly near 
the damp fields of Gastein, but only at the spot where 
the vegetation ceases and the fresh meadows end. 
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Here it was we came across a hei-d of wild goats, 
whose long black hair, like a Kiag Charles's dog, 
was picked out with tan. It would be worth the 
trouble to introduce this beautiful breed at home. 

Towards the end of the valley we took our 
luncheon in the house of one of the gens d'armes, 
near a chapel. These unhappy 'men, commanded 
by a sergeant, are only relieved once in every six 
months, — an eternity in this neighbourhood ! The 
greater part of the men had had the fever; the 
sergeant, a good-looking, pleasant young man, must 
have suffered severely from it. He received us 
with great courtesy, and wished much to make 
himself understood, which however he could not 
manage. His joy was great when Eecorder K., 
with the help of the old Greek, read and translated 
the regulations written on the wall. His room, in 
which we breakfasted, was hung with a variety of 
little wood and steel engravings, proving the in- 
habitant to have had acquaintance wi1h books. 
The chapel, near the house, consisted, like all 
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small Greek churches, of four bare, square walls, 
from four to five feet high, through which was 
pierced a sort of hole for a door. On one side 
stands a small box, upon a stone painted with holy 
subjects, which answers for an .alms-box. There 
must be a great reverence for religion amongst this 
robber-like people to prevent them touching such a 
prize, which was not fastened by the very slightest 
chain to the stone. 

After a rest of nearly an hour, we set off again. 
An elevated mountain-chain stood straight before 
us. Our valley had again narrowed into a pass, and 
to the right of the river rocky crags were scattered 
everywhere. They were not, however, entirely 
void of vegetation, so that, though the landscape 
was wild, it was not so utterly dreary. The 
stream we had followed so long, appeared, in the 
vicinity of the mill, to spring out of the ground, 
which rich and well-watered spot, Uke an oasis in 
the desert, bloomed with the thick foliage of the 
pomegranates, fig-trees, vines, and tall reeds. 
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By the mill a number of small rivulets had their 
source. Olive-trees drooped their shadowy heads, 
and fowls pecked diligently at the fruitful ground. 
So shady and southerly did all appear that it made 
up to us for the stony way. We refreshed our- 
selves with the excellent water, ancj left the friendly 
oasis, which was surrounded with houses ruined 
during the war of freedom. This narrow pass was 
the scene of a frightful massacre. Thousands of 
Turks fell here by the revengeful sword of the 
Greeks. 

Our road turned a little, and led among the 
mountains ; the stream, which had its source at the 
mill, flows into the sea at Lepanto, whilst we 
followed another, beautifully fringed with bushes, 
that empties itself into the Gulf of Nauplia, We 
crossed this some twenty times, which proves the 
narrowness of the watershed. The most luxuriant 
vegetation surrounded this river, and near the 
source all traces of the wild, rocky scenery dis- 
appeared. We laughingly called it the Amphi- 



88 ON THE WING. 

tryon's bath, because it abounded in frogs and 
tortoises. These became particularly numerous 
where the pass widened again into a valley, and 
spread on each side a network of bush-grown 
fields. 

When I asked Demetry why the people did not 
use these animals for food, he told me it was be- 
cause they were held sacred. The English, how- 
ever, are not kept back, through this belief, from 
lading their ships with them, to take them to old 
England as a preparation for the dainty turtle 
soup. As they can exist for a mbnth without food, 
they are kept without it during the journey. "We, 
also, took some with us ; the little ones were not 
larger than the palm of the hand, but the biggest 
were above a foot m. diameter. It was not very 
easy to catch these creatures, as, in spite of their 
unwieldy form, they can run pretity quickly. 

The valley continued for seteral miles, until, 
about four o'clock, when we had become very tired, 
A\o saw a charming prospect. It was a beautiful 
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breezy afternoon. The sun gleamed in the blue 
ether, and threw clear shadows upon the plain from 
Napoli di Eomania, which shone in bright colours. 
The chain of mountains, closing in the valley, ran 
to the left m artistic outlines, up to the clear mirror 
of the gulf, and termiaated iu the exquisitely- 
formed Palamides, which rose near the sea-town of 
Nauplia. 

Each part of this crowned height was cut out 
against the blue background, and was covered by 
houses and large trees, on which played a lovely 
light. Just before us spread a fruitful plain, which 
reminded us of the fields of Lombardy. Trees, 
vineyards, and fields were blended here in the hap- 
piest confusion. To the right rose the proud 
Argos, whose strong castle rested ;upon a rock close 
to the mountain range. 

The town of Argos itself lies at its foot. On 
that side of the gjilf was a chain of hills in the 
distance, whose last offshoots formed the Cape of 
St. Angelo and the Cape Matapan. At our feet 
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was the mountain of Mycene, the former residence 
of Agamemnon ; now it is a little ruinous place 
on a wild precipice. A rock hides the cave in 
which the son of Atrides is said to be buried ; 
unfortunately we could not visit it, because the 
distance from Nauplia was so great. 

In a house at the beginning of the plain which 
now lay before us, we found as an agreeable 
surprise, the Austrian consul, who told us he had 
been waiting for us for twenty^eight hours, with 
several carriages, and he had begun to fear that we, 
like our eighteen predecessors, had been attacked 
by robbers. The man was of Italian origin ; he 
wore a blue parade frock-coat, and on his head was 
a cap, like those worn by naval officers, but pro- 
vided with a monstrous leather brim. 

His extraordinary gesticulations betrayed his 
nationality, and was confirmed by a marvellous 
readiness of speech. We heard afterwards that, 
besides the office of Consul, he practised as a phy- 
sician. I shall ever be grateful to him for his 
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attention in bringing the carriages to meet us, for 
though we were obliged to dance up and down 
over stock and stone, it was a great comfort to be 
able to drive, after the bad saddles and tiring ride. 
"We were in excellent humour, and amused our- 
selves with laughing over the little disagreeables 
of our situation. 

My brother. Prince J., Baron E., and I, took 
one of these rickety shaky carriages. We packed 
ourselves closely together in the narrow space and 
started off at a mad gallop. The old horses 
stretched and racked their limbs, and our Hy- 
politus set them in motion with a long stick and 
fearful shrieks. If you imagine our conductor a 
slender, athletic Hellene, with the antique old god- 
like rays upon his lofty forehead, you are quite 
mistaken. He was scarcely foitr feet high, but 
made up for what he wanted in height by a 
monstrous fez, which he, unlike his countrymen, 
carried bolt upright like a Phrygian cap. A black 
cravat was laced round his neck, out of which a 
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shirt-collar equally strange to tlie national costume 
^stuck up like blinkers ; for the rest he was clothed 
in the fustanella, the spencer, and spatterdashes. 

Baron K. tried to make him unjierstand in Italian 
(which is the ordinary means of , communication in 
the East) that he should not drive so carelessly 
over everything. He, however, continued to drag 
.at his reins, and urge on his horses with his 
.discordant howls. We soon discovered that he 
could neither see the horses hor the road over 
which we were leading this steeplechase, as the 
great brim of his cap stretched .over his point of 
vision. Suddenly he raised himself, poked out his 
chin covered by a red beard, lifted the obtrusive 
brim with both hands, and looked down with 
astonishment on his horses ; then he turned to us, 
and asked in German if we would like to drive 
slower. Baron K. assured him that this was our 
fondest wish ! We now learned that he had picked 
up some German from the Bavarian soldiers, but 
fiincc the emancipation from the German yoke and 
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from the hatred of foreigners, he appeared to have 
neglected his studies. 

Just before the town, at the commencement of a 
beautiful avenue, we stopped to visit the ruins of 
the ancient Greek fortress of Tyrene. Its origin is 
lost in fables, and the walls appear the work of 
Cyclops. "We could fancy ourselves rather in a 
pile of lava remains than in a building made by 
man, and the architect had paid due honour to 
the birthplace of Hercules. 

But the day was beginning to decline, and we 
could not stay here either, as long as the interest 
of the place required. The abovcrmentioned avenue 
gave a civilized aspect to the entrance of Nauplia, 
"We stopped at the gates, in "order to wander 
through the town on foot ; unhappily it was 
dark already. But the fortress appeared to sur- 
pass Patras in size and architecture, and bore the 
stamp of an Italian town, which, at Patras, is 
only traceable in the suburbs. The latter is, 
however, a much finer one, and taore favoured by 
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nature. As the nigM did not allow us to study 
details, we permitted them to conduct us to the 
harbour, where a boat from our worthy ' Vulcan ' 
took us on board. 

Our feelings on entering the ship were as if, 
after a long separation, we had returned home. 
We rejoiced to tread once more the quarter deck, 
and then in the quiet night to collect our thoughts, 
in the little homely cabin, and pass in review the 
fresh and various pictures imprinted on our 
minds. Tou can nowhere meditate better than in 
just such a narrow room, between the heavens and 
the waters, and I should advise every philosopher 
to take up his dwelling in the comer of a ship. 

In the poop-cabin where we usually took our 
meals, we found the most magnificent fruit, which 
the wife of the Consul had sent to the captaiu. A 
real marvel of nature was amongst this fruit, in the 
shape of a bunch of grapes, two feet long, which 
naturally reminded us of the wonderful specimen 
of Canaan, which had delighted the manna-fed 
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Hebrews as much as this did us. We hung it 
untasted to the ceiling of the cabin, so that its 
lower berries touched the table. "When later in 
the evening we stepped on the deck, the moon 
shone in Southern magnificence, upon the gulf and 
.its romantic shore, its beams danced lightly on the 
rippling waves, behind which, Jn the shadowy 
darkness of a Southern night, stood out the roofs 
and pinnacles of the town, and above all, like a 
gigantic watchman, rose the grey Palamides. In 
the middle of the silver mirror^ washed by the 
gentle wave, stood, shining in the moonlight, the 
'fortress of If, whose architecture and name betray 
its Turkish origin. Now its toAvers rising from 
the little ledge serve as a prison. It was like a 
scene from Sir "Walter Scott's novels, and every 
moment I expected to hear the regular sound of 
the oars of a deliverer. But to-night the poor pri- 
soners were obliged to sigh in vain ; I think too, 
that we should scarcely have found any of these 
worthy of the title of a hero of romance. 
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Soon it was quieter than ever on th.e quarter- 
deck. Sleep spread its wings over the merry- 
travellers ; only at times we heard, haK in a 
dream, the peaceful " All is well " from the 
watch of the night. It was broad daylight ere 
the company awoke, strengthened for fresh under- 
takings. 

The morning was destined to be spent in visiting 
Nauplia. The town existed under the ancient 
Greeks, though it was without importance. It has 
to thank the creative spirit of the Venetian Ee- 
pubHc for its magnificent fortifications, and over 
its gates prances the lion of St. Mark's, with its 
outstretched wings ; it was wrung from Turkish 
hands by the Greeks. It was here that they greeted 
for the first time their new ruler, who resided for 
a while in a miserable house, in a small place of 
this town, and only in after years chose Athens as 
his capital. 

"We first visited the Arsenal ; 'it stands upon the 
spot destined for it by the Venetians. As the 
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Greeks get all the necessaries of war from foreign 
countries, a few huts raised round the outer wall 
sufB.ce for mending their injured weapons, and 
any other small work. The arrangements are in 
nowise remarkable, and this Arsenal is only in- 
teresting to those who sympathize in the rising 
struggles of this long-oppressed people. 

As the commandant had had the goodness to lead 
us all over it and explain everything to us, Prince 
J., as a distinguished soldier, made some remarks 
that were very flattering to him. From this, we 
went through streets, which bore the Eastern 
stamp, towards the land gate of the fortress. 

After a Kttle time we found ourselves at the foot 
of the famed Palamides. The rock rises grandly 
from the bosom of the earth, only one side is joined 
to the mountain-chain. The colour varies from 
yellow to red ; here and there grows the pulpy 
yellow-blossomed cactus, whose fruit is very much 
esteemed by the natives. Towards the seaside the 
marble steps, provided with a parapet and batteries, 
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led to the top of the fortress. Unfortunately, the 
weather became darker every 'moment, and at 
length a fine rain began to fall. This did not, 
however, stop us from climbing the six hundred 
and ninety-two steps that led into the interior of 
the eagle's nest. 

A guard of Grecian chasseurs received us at the 
door. From the upper batteries we had a bird's- 
eye view of the town. This is situated at the base 
of the rocks, which spread out in a promontory 
that surrounds the gulf. The buildings appeared 
at this distance tolerably good for so thinly peopled 
a country. Before us was a narrow network of 
streets and squares, in which the busy inhabitants 
went to and fro. Chui'ches, houstes, groups of trees, 
— all appeared smaller than they were, encom- 
passed by the mighty Venetian walls ; and the 
plan of the town could not have been taken more 
clearly than as it appeared to us from the height 
of the Palamides. From the t5wn to the plain, 
a narrow earthen causeway led between the sea 
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and the rocks, from which a second town, with 
cheerful houses, appeared to rest against the moun- 
tain. 

At the foot of this new settlement stands a great 
crag of rock, in the side of which is hewn the 
colossal image of a wounded lion. It was placed 
there by King Louis, as a remembrance of the Ba- 
varians who had fallen in Hellas. In the distance, 
through a light veil of fog, we saw Argos, and the 
rocky giant walls which we had left the day before 
by a narrow gateway. At the back of the Pala- 
mides rise still higher mountaias, which are only 
separated from the interior of the fortress by a 
great moat hewn in the stone. 

According to the -new tactics, an outwork was 
obliged to be made upon this dominant height for 
the safety of the place ; but here they fight man to 
man, as in the good old warfare of antiquity, and 
do not send destructive shots from afar. The 
Palamides was only fortified by the Venetians to 
secure the harbour. The interior of the place is 
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filled with dwelling-houses and "barracks standing 
upon the most irregular ground. 

The fearful disorder which reigns here is almost 
as remarkable as the great Venietian ruius. The 
soldiers look like stealers of poultry, and even the 
Commandant was rather wild and rough. After we 
had gone over the whole ground, with its bastions, 
heights, and hollows, we descended the six hun- 
dred and ninety-two steps, rendered slippery by the 
rain, and wandered through the streets of the town. 
The houses are almost all tall and narrow, and pro- 
vided with a balcony on every floor. On the 
ground were open booths, that ran out into the 
dark narrow streets. 

The tolerably numerous churches are built m. the 
old Byzantine style, and a Catholic place of worship, 
of an unchurch-like appearance, -was shown to us. 
The Consul told us that the Catholics in these towns 
were persecuted in every way. The Greek com- 
munity spread the most ridiculous stories about 
them ; they relate that the clergy stifle the dying 
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when administering extreme unction, and the 
inhabitants disturb their services whenever they 
can. 

In one of the small squares we saw a tolerably 
well-sculptured marble sarcophagus, which con- 
tained the remains of Ipsalanti, and was erected 
to this hero by his brothers. The house and 
the square where King Otho lived are insigni- 
ficant. Another of the houses, remaining from 
the time of the Turks, interested us more. It 
was only held together by a miracle. The pillars 
and trellis of the projecting balcony of the first 
floor (a kind of architecture we saw in perfection 
later at Smyrna) were rotten and crumbling, yet 
the appearance of these odd shapes and brilliant 
colouriag was picturesque, and already realized my 
expectations ; but how much more was my fancy 
excited when, from one of the narrow openings, 
I saw a beautiful lady looking out, clothed in a 
black European dress ! A thin man, in an ordi- 
nary coat, stood behind her. From whence these 
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dream-like appearances came 'remained unex- 
plained. An English couple alone could have 
had the idea of burying themselves amidst these 
ruins ! 

Upon one of the -walls of the fortress, immedi- 
ately by the sea, stands a fine, three-hundred- 
years' old date palm-tree, whose imposing height, 
however, cannot display itself fully, because a great 
part of the slender stem is buried in the earth. 
At our desire to obtain some of the fruit which 
grew on the crown, a tall Greek, in ample blue 
trousers, climbed the tree with great celerity and 
distributed the green dates amongst the surround- 
ing people; although the climate is so beautiful, 
the fruit was not quite ripe, and fell uselessly to 
the ground. 

Close to the palm is a beautiftil Turkish well in 
■ the wall of the fortress, with texts from the Koran, 
which the religious minds of the Mahometans 
place everywhere. We were constrained to ad- 
mire their talent in finding beautiful situations 
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for the wells, such as this, at .the foot of the 
palm-tree: the view of the gulf is so very fine. 
We returned to the quay, rowed on board the 
' Vulcan ' and said adieu to Napoli di Eomania, 
in order to steer towards Piraeus. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

ATHENS. 

14tli September, 1850. 
At five o'clock in the morning, I was awoke ia 
my little cabin by the cry, " Athens is in sight." 
As with the crusaders, at the first view of Jeru- 
salem, so it was with us, — aU rushed to the upper 
deck of the ship, in order to greet the priQoipal 
goal of our journey from afar. Curiosity and joy 
were depicted on every countenance, and the scruti- 
niziug glance took in everything. The azure blue 
waves of the foaming sea played on the broad 
yellow shore, sometimes rising higher and some- 
times on a level with the sea. The plain extended 
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without vegetation, but with some grandeur, until 
at length it was enclosed by a semicircle of sky- 
high mountains. 

At the end of this plain we saw Athens, like a 
white dot. Behind this, the Hyinettus, the Acro- 
polis, and the other historically remarkable heights, 
and still further on, the Penthelieon. The view was 
by no means so fairy-like as that of Patras, but 
severe and bare. It was the picture of the past 
which stirred the remembrance of great events. 

Our ship had approached the shore, upon which 
we were shown a heap of stones as the grave 
of Themistocles. Suddenly we turned and ran 
into a canal a few hundred feet broad, that wound 
through the low rocky shores, and showed no out- 
let until we arrived at a broad basin of water and 
entered the beautiful Piraeus. 

A semicircle of newly-built houses surrounds the 
harbour, in which anchored a tolerably large num- 
ber of ships. Both on the quay and on the waters 
there is a bustle of life, — a sight which is very 
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pleasing, -when one reflects, that only a few years 
ago, a few solitary houses stood on these shores, 
and the harbour was empty of ships. The suburbs 
are still barren and dead. 

We found two French Lloyd steamers, and a 
French squadron, led by the frigate of an Admiral. 
As at Patras, we were again surrounded after we 
had anchored, by a great number of boats, with 
.the single lateen sail, steered with great skill by 
one sailor, who turned it now to the right, now to 
the left, and shot along with the speed of an arrow. 
These pretty little vessels are ornaments to the 
harbour. 

A boat was sent to ask permission to land, and 
we were then greeted by Count J., the Austrian 
Charge d'Affaires. Soon affceir him appeared 
General G., the King's Chamberlain, accom- 
panied by Captain M., a native of Trieste, who, 
during our stay at Athens, wa.s appointed to 
attend us. 

Both of these gentlemen invited us to take up 
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^our abode in the King's Castle, — an invitation that 
we accepted with thanks. We therefore, after 
having a little arranged our dress, left the beloved 
' Vulcan ' for a few days. On the quay we were 
met by a carriage and four, belonging to the 
Queen. It was the first equipage we had seen for 
a long time. Modern blue liveries, great Mecklen- 
burg horses, and an elegant barouche, did very well 
together; but made a strange contrast with the 
wild surroundings. 

"We sprang in, full of fiery enthusiasm, and upon 
soft feather-cushions drove along the famous road 
from Piraeus to Athens, — a good broad way, which 
took us three-quarters of an hour. The fearful 
dust was our only annoyance. The town, since our 
entrance into Piraeus, had vanished from our view, 
and it was only on quitting an olive-grove, through 
which we drove, that it again appeared in sight. 
This grove is famed throughout the country for 
its fruit and size ; but this year it was in a bad 
condition, for the trees had suifered from the last 
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winter's severe cold, and they can only hope, in a 
few years, to see th.em again fully recoyered. 
Every now and then we passed an inn by the road- 
side; before these, most interesting groups were 
to be seen ; here, too, we met some trains of asses 
and mules, and even a few bad carriages. Near 
Piraeus there are still remains of the ancient Greek 
fortifications of Athens. Viueyards and olives 
grow there. The thickets become thinner, and the 
impression is homely and grandiose at the same 
time. "We went over a plain on which the famous 
battle with the Turks took place, and which is 
ornamented by a monument. 

At last the town, so renowned in history, and 
about which fancy is busy with her many recollec- 
tions, was to be seen. Above everything else, the 
eye is arrested by a mighty rock, bearing an un- 
rivalled crown on its marble base, i. e. the Acro- 
polis, with its richly columned temple and its 
hundred remembrances of the great past, proudly 
looking down ; and as from the features of a man 
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we can trace his soul, so this speaks of the great- 
ness of the times in which it rose. 

In the plain to our right we sayf, in its beautiful 
.artistic symmetiy, the temple of Theseus, whose 
yellow marble shone Kke dull gold. Before us lay 
the town, whose circumference is not very great ; 
it is traversed by a long unpaved street, which ends 
with the palace, situated on an elevation. This 
street, which at the beginning was composed of 
miserable-looking houses, only assumes a more 
town-like and better appearance in the neighbour- 
hood of the royal palace ; but even its very en- 
trance is adorned by a majestic palm-tree. 

The metropolitan church, also, which is built in 
the Byzantine style, is- remarkable for its typical ap- 
pearance, and reminds one of the ancient Christian 
times. It rises scarcely twenty ^four feet from the 
ground, and is of narrow circumference, contrasting 
strangely with the King's palace. Perhaps, as in 
Hebraic story, it is left to the successor of the first 
king to build a worthy temple to the Lord, whilst 
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the present ruler, Kke David, has only to care for 
his own shelter below. The .houses are like 
those of Patras, only they are furnished somewhat 
more with the necessaries of cultivated life. The 
lower storey is chiefly employed for shops. Life 
becomes more and more bustling the nearer one 
approaches to the " Grande Place,'''' in which the 
royal palace stands upon a height. 

On the left side a Triestiae has built a beautifal 
house in the Grecian style ; the right side is unbuilt 
upon, and leaves open a view of the new part of the 
iown, in which there are several very fair houses. 
In the distance the sea sparkles, and on a clear day 
the magnificent pillars of the Temple of Jupiter 
are reflected ui it. In the " Place " itself, large 
regular plantations of cactus, aloes, and cypresses 
axe laid out, in the middle of which a road leads to 
the broad marble steps of the Palace. Eight and 
left are alleys with roads. These plantations are 
formed in unison with the architectural lines of the 
Palace, which stands there in the simple unadorned 
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Grecian style ; the pure white marble of the country 
shining on the walls, windows, balconies, and 
terraces, takes the place of other ornaments. 

The whole building is a long quadrangle in the 
part towards the town; a balcony, supported on 
Doric pillars, is over the entrance, and from this a 
magnificent marble staircase leads to the upper 
storey. Upon the side next to the sea is a terrace, 
also supported by pillars, which forms an open path 
to the level ground ; from this broad steps lead 
down to the streets. On the other side lie the 
pleasure-gardens of the Queen, in all the luxu- 
riance of Southern growth. Behind, towards the 
mountains, hangs again a balcony over the back 
entrance, with a descending winding staircase of 
bronze and marble. 

As the outside of the palace is not ornamented, 
it has, unfortunately, from a distance rather the 
appearance of a barrack, which the richness of the 
material softens when you approach. In every 
case, however, it is much too large for the little 
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town, nay more, for the little country. One re- 
marks immediately the governing spirit of King 
Louis of Bavaria, who did. not regulate Ms build- 
ings by necessity, but according to his ideas of 
what was suitable; so the Grecian kingdom, its 
capital, its court, and its dynasty, must grow to fill 
this Palace. The interior is magiiificent ; a lordly 
thi-one-room for the King, a siioilar one for the 
Queen, great dining-rooms painted in " fresco," 
enormous ball-rooms glittering with gilding, draw- 
ing-rooms and rooms for strangers, open upon the 
astonished eye. The whole is in excellent taste 
and fitted up with chandeliers and silver plate in 
the Grecian style. There is an attraction in these 
rooms, particularly in those of the Queen, from the 
feeling that here an amiable spirit presides, which 
surrounds not only the palace but the country by 
its influence. "We only saw these beautiful apart- 
ments in the course of our stay, and were first 
conducted into the rooms appointed for us, where 
we awaited an audience of the Queen. The win- 
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doAVS opened upon the garden towards the sea, but 
a corner room afforded me also a view of the town 
and the Acropolis. 

One can imagine nothing more interesting and 
-beautiful than the look-out from these heights upon 
the picturesque surroundings, with their monu- 
ments. The clear atmosphere of the South renders 
every outline distinct and sharp, and it seems as if 
Nature had wished to show how noble forms, 
though unaccompanied by luxuriant plenty, and 
only crowned by works of art, can lay hold of 
the soul. These regions are to be compared to 
lofty beauties, whilst the lovely dales of our dear 
Germany produce a more homely, kindly im- 
pression. The Queen's garden is remarkable for 
the endeavour to unite southern and northern 
,;sregetation in beautiful groups, and makes an 
excellent foreground to the view, and a pictu- 
resque contrast to the light yellow bare outline 
which the sea bounds. After our luggage had 
arrived from Pireeus, we dressed ourselves in 

I 
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our uniforms, and were conducted to the Queen 
Eegent. 

The ladies of the Court stood in the tastefully- 
adorned throne-room. Here the eompanions of our 
journey remained. My brother and I were led into 
the next room, where the Queen received us in an 
elegant morning toilet. She is of middle height, 
and unites dignity and amiability in a rare degree. 
Her features express wit and strength of character. 
Her speech is amiable and " spirituelle," and rises 
to enthusiasm when the conversation relates to her 
dear HeUas. She is the true mother of her people ; 
for only a mother can talk with so much interest of 
each peculiarity of her children. 

The Queen enjoys — and deservedly so — the love 
of her people, and is received with enthusiasm 
wherever she goes. We heard her firm and pru- 
dent government spoken of with admiration in 
every quarter. 

I should not have thought that a German 
princess, accustomed to the pleasant comforts of 
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her native land, could have so entered into the 
Grecian customs, or have spoken the language 
with such perfection. After a quarter of an hour's 
conversation the Queen took us into the throne- 
room and presented us to her ladies, and I, also, 
introduced my fellow-travellers. 

The lady-chamberlain is one of the few Germans 
in high position at the Court. She does honour to 
her nation by her agreeable manners and lively wit. 
Besides her, the " Basilissa," as the Queen is called 
in this country, has two Greek ladies of the bed- 
chamber. Mademoiselle Photami M. and Mademoi- 
selle Penelope L. These are dressed Grecian fashion, 
and confirm the far-famed beauty of their country- 
women. They spoke French tolerably well, and 
did not appear to be ill-educated. After inviting 
us for a ride at five o'clock, the Queen left us. 

The rest of the courtiers were very insignificant, 
and I will only mention the chamberlain, General 
G., who, as in most courts, is a kind of factotum. 
He is one of the few in whom thp King has entire 

I 2 
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confidence, and in the fatal Eev^lution he showed 
his strength of character. The history of his past 
is somewhat obscure, and there are malicious stories 
afloat which describe him as having some taste for 
robber Hfe. His exterior corresponds with this 
last supposition. He has a gloomy — somewhat 
lowering, countenance. His complexion and hair 
are extraordinarily dark, so that he gains much 
from the becoming Grecian attire. 

At five o'clock we assembled in a small cabiaet, 
looking towards the sea. The Queen descended the 
broad marble steps, and sprang ,with great agility 
on a Turkish horse which awaited her. We fol- 
lowed her example, and now dashed by the guards 
of the palace at full gallop, over the castle square, 
beneath a triumphal arch of myrtfe prepared for the 
morrow's anniversary of the Eevolution, down the 
long streets to the Theseum. 

The Queen wished to give us a glimpse of all 
the curiosities of Athens. In tiie streets she was 
hailed with cries- of joy, and everybody greeted 



ATHENS. 117 

her with expressions of respect. The Queen on 
horseback is a truly pleasant agreeable sight. She 
rides splendidly, has a firm seat, and guides her 
horse at full gallop over places which many of our 
famous riders would scarcely pass at a foot's pace. 
The horses of the Grecian Court are mostly from 
the Asiatic mountains, and clatter like chamois 
oyer dizzy heights : when they cannot plant their 
hoofs firmly, they slide upon their hind legs down 
steep rocky flats without falling. The Queen makes 
her longest journeys on horseback, for an expedi- 
tion in a carriage is never dreamed of. 

The temple of Theseus is one of the best pre- 
served monuments in Gi^eece, and perhaps, one of 
the most beautiful of antiquity. It is tolerably 
large ; all its pillars, the greater part of the inner 
wall, and the roof still exist. The marble of which 
it is built was formerly white, but through time 
and weather, had become stained of a beautiful 
yellow tint, which suited it well. The style is 
simple and pure. This work of art in particular. 
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is shown oflf by the open space in which it stands. 
Unfortunately, the traces of the unsparing Turkish 
bullets are to be seen on the walls* and columns. 

Amongst the metopes there are only a few bas- 
reliefs, and these not well preservfed. It is supposed 
that they represent the deeds of Theseus. The 
inner room of the temple is entirely surrounded with 
walls, whilst, in the olden days, there existed but 
tliree. The fourth side was buUt, when this noble 
temple was used as a church by the Christians. 
After a time, all the church furniture was again 
cleared out, and the interior is now filled with 
treasures of art, dug up from the ground. On 
account of the want of space ht)wever, these are 
heaped carelessly one on the other. It seems in- 
congruous to us, to see amidst the relics of the 
heathen gods and goddesses, the form of our 
Saviour. The principal entrance from the town side 
is now closed. In the side wall, lying towards the 
Acropolis, a door was opened by a Grecian archaeo- 
logist, who received the Queen atid ourselves. 
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We could only take a cursory glance at the 
treasures of the interior, but I will enumerate them 
later, after a more careful inspection. From hence 
we followed the Queen through the narrow back 
streets of Athens, between the most varied ob- 
stacles, and at full gallop, to the Temple of the 
"Winds. It is built in an octagon shape, and of fi-ee- 
stone, on which the winds are represented beneath 
the roof in a bas-relief. A single door leads into the 
interior, where there are no windows. The ground 
upon which this building stands has risen six feet 
in depth, which proved to us how choked up old 
Athens is. The ruins of an aqueduct led to this 
interesting temple, of which I shall also have an 
opportunity of speaking further on. 

We now came to the so-called Lantern of 
Diogenes, really the monument of Lysicrates. It 
is a not very broad tower twelve feet high, whose 
roof, ornamented with beautiful but small bas- 
reliefs, rests upon four or five low columns. It 
may have been open to the air at some time. The 
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summit of tlie roof forms a bouquet-shaped knob, 
carved like dolphins. In the newly-built inner 
columned room there appears to have formerly 
existed a bust or statuette. The whole is very 
much ornamented, and the work fine. 

From this our way led to the Areopagus and 
the Pnyx. These are great masses of rock in 
which we could still see the traces of steps. In 
this rock they show a prison-like cell, worked out 
in the stone — said to be the grave of Socrates, 
for which there is not the slightest foundation. 

"We looked at the market gate, a portico on four 
columns. It has gained this name vn'ongly, from 
a great stone which is placed near it, and on which 
in Hadrian's reign the market prices were carved. 
This was a custom in old times, and they are 
frequently to be found near gateways. We further 
visited the arch of Hadrian, the remains of the 
temple of Jupiter, the grave of Philopappus, and 
the spot where the gardens of Plato once were. 

The colonnade of Hadrian consisted of six stand- 
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ing Eoman pillars, before a freestone wall, against 
wMcli rested Lnttresses unituig it to the other 
walls ; a seventh column stood alone ; it appears 
that the six others were originally furnished with 
statues. On the stone wall were the remains of a 
Christian fresco painting, for here also had been a 
church. Before the pillars a wall is built, and 
within this enclosed spot are collected some more 
antiquities which have been found. 

The gate of Hadrian, in the neiglibourhood of the 
temple of Jupiter, is a great wide arch, whose 
Eoman origin is to be traced, and to which a 
second gate, supported on four columns, serves 
as a foundation. This beautiful work of art is 
thrown in the shade by the magnificence and size 
of the columns of the temple of Jupiter. Their 
height may be about one hundred and twenty 
feet, and the circumference exceeds the height : 
in spite of these dimensions, they have a beau- 
tiful and perfect regularity. There are fifteen. 
Twelve of these stand in a group together, 



122 ON THE WING. 

whilst three stand a little distance off. The 
larger group is only bound tiogether by occa- 
sional great stones, otherwise there is nothing 
left of the roof. 

Upon one of the capitals of the pUlars are to be 
seen the remains of a stone hut which served as a 
dwelling to a fanatical ascetic Dervish for twenty 
years, during which time he nevej descended upon 
earth, but remained like a stork perched in those 
high regions, and drew up his frugal meal by means 
of a rope. At his feet, meanwhile, events were 
following one another, and the old gentleman must 
have been a little surprised when the victorious 
rajahs — ^the companions of his fatp, disappeared, and 
he remained as the solitary servant of the Crescent 
in Athens — the only voice of the Prophet in the 
wilderness. 

The appearance of the temple of Jupiter must 
have been marvellous. In the neighbourhood of 
the rocks is a stream in which Calliope, the beauti- 
ful Muse, was wont to bathe ; therefore this wildly 



ATHENS. 123 

romantic water is called after her name. The 
antique loveliness of the place has vanished, and 
there exist now only the bare rocks between which 
the water flows. 

The monument of Philopappus lies upon a high 
hill, some distance from the town, and near the sea. 
It is an umbrella-like, somewhat crumbled, wall of 
freestone, on the lower side of which is found a 
very much injured bas-relief representing the tri- 
umphal procession of a Roman Emperor. Over 
these are columns between which are sitting figures 
much mutilated. 

The height upon which this building stands is 
called the mountain of Musseus, and is named after 
this Grecian poet. From the garden of Plato, on 
the opposite side, one sees more of the raised place, 
which is croAvned by a small chapel. 

Between the vineyards and the promenade of 
Athens — a broad avenue with very weakly -looking 
trees, we came back after sunset to the palace, and 
after a marvellously speedy toilet of the ladies, we 
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assembled to eat our dinner. All the ministers and 
the officers of the Court were round the table. The 
Queen was gracious enough to present to me all the 
ministers of the state. 

A few of these gentlemen had an European air, 
and were able to speak either French or Italian, 
which was a great comfort to me, for I hate making 
myself understood thi'ough an interpreter. One is 
always taken in in this kind of conversation, and 
cannot tell how the spirit of the words is rendered 
in the other language. But with the minister of 
the interior, father of the beautiful Eulalia, of 
Corinth, I was obliged to bring ' in the help of 
another person. 

This gentleman wore the ordinary costume of the 
country, and is of an advanced >age. His hand 
appeared to me more fitted to wield the sword or 
the plough, than the pen of an administrator. 
But in the primitive condition of the country the 
rough nature may be the best. It would, however, 
be a good thing if the sheathed sword of the 
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Palikaren were drawn again to free tlie land from 
tlie banditti. But where, then, would be the last 
remnants of romance ? Greece, without- robbers, 
would be Switzerland without mountains ! 

It is so pleasant when one returns home, to be 
able to relate at the social tea-table that one has 
wandered through the most frightful regions, and 
: seen the rocks down which the blood of the unlucky 
victims has. trickled ! So long as a personal ac- 
quaintance has not been made with these heroes of 
romance, the race of' travellers is egotistical enough 
to take a secret pleasure and shudder of delight 
in wandering over the ill-famed neighbourhood. 
Therefore, let us leave cobwebs over the rusty- 
swords, and thank the Government for the preser- 
vation, past and future, of the robber bands ! 
Perhaps even one of the dignified men who sat 
at table might furnish materials for a romance of 
the Elephts. 

The dinner was served quickly and elegantly, 
the food was excellent, and our appetite equally so 
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after tlie long ride. Upon the walls of the dining- 
room fruits, game, and fish were painted in ara- 
besque. After dinner our amiable hostess left us, 
and we were able to enjoy a refreshing repose. 

The following day was Sunday, and we had an 
opportunity of hearing Mass in the King's chapel 
at eight o'clock. Immediately after the Latin ser- 
vice, everything that had served for the observances 
of our Church was moved away, and the Queen's 
pastor with his simple rites stepped in. Some- 
times, on public festivals, the royal pair attend the 
Greek Church. 

In order to know the customs of a country, and 
particularly those of a town, nothing better can be 
wished for than the celebration of a public feast. 
This fell to our lot to-day. 

On the 16th of September (though according to 
the Greek calendar it is on the 3rd), Toung Hellas 
keeps the anniversary of the Eevolution on that day. 
When we went into the principg,! streets from the 
palace, the Queen had already driven through 
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the triumphal arch of myrtle and had reached the 
cathedral, where a solemn prayer was the chief 
object of the feast. The streets were lined with 
rows of Grecian troops. Their aspect was unmili- 
tary ; we saw in them how the dress of European 
soldiers had cramped the free movements of this 
people. The stiff stocks, the rouhd adorned shako, 
gave a sickly look to the sons of the Southern 
mountains. A man who is accustomed to the 
fluttering jerkin and the folded fustanella, must 
feel very uncomfortable, beneath the Grecian sun, 
in the buttoned-up cloth coat and the long inex- 
pressibles. 

Thus the youths of Hellas are abandoning the 
picturesque costume of their country, in order to 
turn themselves into Marionettes, and become more 
like our national guard. Yet European civiKzation 
requires this, and the enthusiastic admirer of beauty 
in the nineteenth century must be silent. 

The battalion, in the national dress, looked very 
beautiful and warlike, and carried its. colours with 
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the same magnificence as the troops we had already 
admired at Patras. 

The people circulated in a merry crowd between 
the ranks, sometimes in European dresses, some- 
times in their own bright coloufg. The balconies 
were adorned most beautifully, and here we saw 
matrons and maidens most gorgeously attired. 
From their sparkling eyes and regular features we 
could easily recognize the mixture of southern 
Sclayonic and ancient Greek blood. Amongst the 
costumes of the women, those of the Hydriots were 
new to us. Instead of the red fez, the charming 
islanders wore a thin gauzy yeil, which fell in artis- 
tic folds over their heads, necks, and bosoms. The 
dresses are, like those of their sisters on the conti- 
nent, made out of brilliant-coloured silk stuffs. 

In spite of the importance of the day, people 
were very quiet. No enthusiastic hurrahs, not even 
any curiosity for sight-seeing was to be remarked. 
It seemed rather as if the people only came from 
habit. 
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After we had contemplated this cheerful glitter 
of the houses, heightened by the glowing sun, we 
-betook ourselves to a cathedral, suitable in size to a 
lilliputian capital. 

At the door a rush of hot air met us, and our 
ears were greeted with the monotonous song of the 
Grreek priests. 

In the midst of these latter sat the Archiman- 
drite, a worthy figure of past times, with a wavy 
snow-white beard. 

On the right side of the church, before a throne- 
chair, stood the Queen-Kegent, like a marble statue, 
in rich fur-trimmed habiliments. There was some- 
thing artistic in the fancy of this dress, and it was 
cut in an Oriental pattern. 

As we had taken up our place just opposite the 
colunmed arches of a somewhat raised dais, we 
could conterctplate the dignified lady at our leisure. 
Her figure swam in a gold sea of rich embroidery ; 
from her dark-brown hair sparkled diamonds ; her 
neck was also covered with these stones ; but the 

K 
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expression of ter ootmtenance and her wliole bear- 
ing was cold and immovable, — there was an ex- 
pression almost of displeasure on her usually- 
amiable cheerful features. The poor lady may- 
well have thought how her rising throne, a few 
years before, had been branded on this horrible 
3rd of September. She could picture in recollec- 
tion the image of the screaming mob and the 
yielding counsellors, and now she was obliged to 
pray- for the preservation of institutions which had 
plunged her beloved HeUas in confusion. She 
was pressing her lips firmly together, instead of 
opening them in prayer. 

At the end of the hymn we left the gloomy 
vault, that we might see the Queen drive by. I 
had thought that on this occasion there would have 
been a characteristic, if not a magnificent, pro- 
cession, instead of which two Bavarian carriages 
and four drove past, in which the Queen, -vnth a 
part of her suite, was almost lost from sight. A 
few single richly-dressed adjutants and a troop of 
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lancers surrounded the carriage, -and they all dis- 
appeared rapidly from the cmious gaze. 

The Queen took off her oppressive robes, and we 
then assembled for breakfast in a garden pavilion. 
It consisted of a wooden trellis with a light roof, 
and is raised over a fine mosaic, dug out of that 
very spot, and said to be the largest known. It is 
extraordinarily well preserved, and appears, from 
the arabesque and the form, to have been found in 
ah ancient bath-room. As we sat down to an ex- 
cellent breakfast, the Queen remarked that the 
number was thirteen. A small table was imme- 
diately prepared in a corner of the pavilion, and 
the poor adjutant, who had been appointed as om- 
^attendant, was obliged to sit down to it. This 
comical behaviour may be excused in this ordinarily 
sensible Queen for two reasons. Firstly, the Grecian 
people are so extraordinarily superstitious, it is not 
advisable to set yourself openly against these pecu- 
liarities. Secondly, a few years previously, a 
remarkable accident had happened at the court. 

K 2 
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There were thirteen at dinner one day, and a short 
time afterwards one who had been of the circle at 
table died. A few days later, the company were 
again assembled, and there was 'the same ominous 
number. A young Englishman, who had been 
present at both meals, wondered, jokingly, who 
would be the victim this time. A short time after 
the young Briton was a corpse. 

After luncheon, the Queen ordered a little pony- 
carriage to be brought round, in which she drove 
out myself and my brother, and gave us an oppor- 
tunity of admiring her talent as a whip. The rest 
of the company followed on foot. 

"We were shown a small menagerie consisting of 
deer and gazelles. The Queen drove us to this 
through her garden, which is her greatest pleasure 
and pride. She laughingly calls it her little king- 
dom. Before she undertook the government of the 
larger one, this Athenian El Dorado was her 
principal amusement ; now, unfortunately, the gar- 
den has had to suffer by the weightier matters of 
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business. The grounds are lard out in English 
iaste, Grerman plants are raised and nursed with 
care between the palms and orange trees of the 
country. 

The view from some parts oyer the remains of 
old Greek art is very fine, and could not well be 
more beautiful. AH that is wanting are shady 
spots and green lawns, in order to make the garden 
perfect. The first fault will be rectified by time, 
for the whole has only been made a few years. On 
the higher ground there already stands a group of 
trees, under whose shadow the royal couple are 
wont to breakfast. For the second deficiency there 
is less hope, — the rays of the sun are too powerful 
to permit the luxuriant growth of the grass. In 
Athens however, this garden is a wonder, — it is the 
only point where the fresh green of foliage and a 
variety of blooming flowers are to be seen. . 

For us, who came from a cooler land, the growths 
of the South were particularly interesting. The 
multitude of feathery palms and the fleshy aloes 
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were new to us. These last-named plants look 
particularly well, springing out of the snow-white 
marble vases standing on the broad, even steps 
which lead from the left side of the palace down 
from terrace to terrace, into the garden. The first 
terrace, being broader than the others, is reserved 
for a promenade under colonnades. The second lies 
somewhat lower, and is laid out with very beautiful 
beds of flowers between orange trees. These, how- 
ever, suff'ered so severely in the last winter from the 
cold, that they were obliged to he cut down to the 
ground ; but the Southern growtli is so quick and 
strong that they have already reached the height of 
from four to five feet. The crop, notwithstanding, is 
delayed for several years. The garden is of a fair 
size, and a few very beautiful antiquities have been 
found during its construction, which are kept in 
one part. A few years ago they lighted upon a 
well-preserved, ancient aqueduct, which they now 
usG to bring the water necessary for the plants. 
They also believe tlioy have found the place where 
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Socrates used to teach. The course of centuries 
coiLTerts the school-place of the ancient philosopher 
into an EngUsh park ! 

As the gloTving mid-day sun soon drove us out 
of the gardens, it was proposed to us to visit the 
King and Queen's apartments. These united mag- 
nificence with comfort, and I found many clever 
ideas, and pretty fresco paintings .among the Greek 
-ornaments j but everywhere Munich taste shone 
conspicuous ; and indeed, in this hot climate, this 
-manner of building is of great use. 

In the King's studio, under the ceiling, we saw 
the famous men of old Greece. In one corner 
stood a plaster cast of the Apollo *of Belvedere, as a 
specimen of ancient art. In ancither room we saw 
busts of the heroes of modern Grecian history. 
On the walls hung two great oil paintings by the 
Munich painter Hesz, representing the entrance of 
the King into NaupKa and Athens. The pictures 
are powerfully executed, and contain many of the 
interesting portraits of the country. In this room 
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there are, as yet, no specimens of modern native 
art, and it -would be difficult now in Greece to 
find such. 

The broad steps which lead to this room are, 
as has already been mentioned, adorned with 
bronze and white marble from Penthelicon — a noble 
work. These stone steps are fixed so firmly that 
the double staircase along the wall is without 
supporting columns. The Queen related to us, 
that it required a long time, and a great deal of 
trouble before they could find blocks of marble 
so entirely without flaw, as to be able to venture 
upon this masterpiece. This "truly magnificent 
flight of steps leads into a hall immediately by the 
great entrance in the middle of the palace. The 
most beautiful rooms of the build^ing are imdoubt- 
edly the two great ball-rooms in the entresol. 
They reach through all the storeys to the top of 
the castle. The principal coloifr is red, adorned 
Avith rich gold ornaments. The- furniture corre- 
sponds with th(' Avails and the ceiling, and is so 
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placed that there still remains room for dancirtg. 
A painter was just busied filling the upper part 
of one of the rooms with mythological figures. 
"When the heavy chandelier, and rich walls glow 
in a thousand coloured lights, and the beautiful 
embroidered oriental dresses mo^e to and fro to 
the melody of the dance, the sight must be truly 
fairy-like. 

These feasts are famed among all strangers as 
very splendid and tasteful. Whether these festivi- 
ties are consistent with the customs and the 
revenues of the country, I do not presume to 
judge. From good authority I was assured that 
the Grecian people loved the munificence and glitter 
of the throne. 

The Queen, who showed us the curiosities of 
her country, in such a graceful, amiable manner, 
invited us that afternoon to take a drive to the 
far-famed Eleusis. The whole company were dis- 
tributed in two roomy comfortable carriages, and 
so we rolled from the castle throtigh a low part of 
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the town, and soon reached the sacred road vhich, 
in the time of the ancient Greeks, led to the 
Temple of the Unknown God. 

At first we drove through olive-trees and vine- 
yards, but soon came to a romantic wild desert, 
and had to pass through a narrow valley to reach 
the other side of the mountain, chain, where lies 
the placid bosom of the sea, and 'at the end of the 
valley was Eleusis. To the right and left of the 
road were scattered large pieces of rock, here and 
there were groups of pines, whose summits were 
crowned with a lovelier green than the foliage of 
our trees. 

Except several slow crawling tprtoises, we saw no 
signs of animal life, but in the middle of the desert 
we came upon the ruined nunnery of Daphne. A 
small part of the strong European outer walls of 
the Church and the miserable huts of the nuns are 
still standing. Originally a castle was built here 
by the family Laroche, of the Dukes of Athens. 
The descendants of Laroche still exist in Bavaria. 
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The walls exhibit distinctly a Southern architecture. 
Afterwards the castle was turned into a convent, 
and a church was built still later in the Byzantiae 
style. In the cupola is a large mosaic — a head of 
our Saviour of a typical nature. As the church is 
devoted to the Greek service, a gilt screen is natu- 
rally to be seen between the congregation and the 
altar. The long, thick candles, ia tall upright 
candlesticks, throw a dim light on the great Testa- 
ments, lyiag open on- separate desks, and upon the 
walls black with smoke. 

The quiet and calm of the House of God gave a 
solemn air to the whole. In a side chapel there 
are still some monuments on which the arms of the 
Laroches are carved on the marble. Thus, in the 
neighbourhood of Athens, one finds the histories 
of all periods immortalized by the most remarkable 
recollections. 

In the court of the convent there are still to be 
seen some remains of Gothic ornamentation. The 
walls are so massive, that it looks as if these Dukes 
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had not felt themselves very secure. "We had 
scarcely climbed round the ruined walls when some 
life began to appear in the shape of several black 
horrible witch-like figures, clothed in a few rags 
with tangled grey hair and withered limbs. They 
belonged entirely to the bygone .ages of the inani- 
mate ruins around us. Cauldrons and brooms were 
all that were wanting to complete the picture. 
These were the pious Sisters of Daphne, who were 
just in the act of strewing Turkish maize and other 
grain on the floor to dry. About their holiness 
there is not very much to be said, at least such is 
the opinion of the Archbishop of Athens, their 
spiritual Superior. In every case their appearance 
is not only repulsive, but unseemly, and they appear 
to be rather a troup of beggars than nuns. We left 
the ruins after these black hobgoblins had kissed 
the Queen's gracious hands, screeching blessings. 

We were soon at the end of the valley, and our 
eyes rested with pleasure upon the sea, the village 
of Elcusis and the high beautifully-formed mouu- 



ATHENS. 141 

tains. We could now see traces of a second road 
cleft in the rocks, for the path lies on a narrow 
shelf between the sea and the high rocks. It is 
observable, here, aa in the Acropolis, and many 
other places in Grreece, that the ancients cut ruts 
in the stone, and that the wheels, which were all of 
the same breadth, ran in these. So that the horses 
were obliged to go along on the bare rocks. Still 
more iateresting than these remains of the road, 
are the soft- water lakes, which are just to the right 
of the track, whilst on the left it is washed by the 
waves of the sea. These small lakes are also of 
ancient date, their depth is not greater than five 
feet, they lie rather higher than the sea iato which 
they flow down under the road. This is only sepa- 
rated from the sea by a very low wall. It appears 
that the object of these lakes was the preservation 
of fish ; the supply comes probably from sub- 
terraneous sources. 

At the entrance of Eleusis the Queen stopped, 
and we got out. We first visited -an extraordinarily 
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low Greek chapel, wMch was built out of the ruins 
of the famous Temple of the "TTnknown God." 
In the iaterior of this we found several pieces of 
old statues and inscriptions of great iaterest for 
any archeologist who understood these characters. 

As we were busy admiring these ruins of former 
times, the inhabitants of the village above us 
streamed down and surrounded the beloved Basi- 
lissa, who greeted them with kindly words in the 
soft Grecian tongue. It is a charming custom of 
the royal pair to show themseltes amongst their 
villagers. The whole crowd go out to meet them, 
rejoicing, and letting their cries of "Zito" be heard 
in the air. 

The inhabitants of this place, particularly the wo- 
men, were dressed quite differently from those near 
Athens; I might say more poetically and tastefully. 
They wear long, dark-coloured dresses, and over 
these a white cloak, with black ttissels, hangs down 
to their knees. Their bodices are richly embroi- 
dered. Their heads and necks are hidden by a 
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■white veil, long twists of which hang over their 
shoulders down to the ground. Jhe abundance of 
their hair is the pride of these women. They help 
themselves artfully by twisting brown wool in it. 
The maidens wear, instead of the veil, their dowry 
on their heads, consisting of a helmet-sort of cap, 
with a band and tassel composed of silver and 
gold coins, often a very interesting little collection. 
Turkish, Grecian, Austrian and Spanish gold pieces 
are to be found in every variety. This very ori- 
ginal headdress, however, becomes the serious 
Oriental cast of features very well. A great 
number of the women wear golden rings with the 
most beautiful antique cameos, which they find in 
the fields between the clods of earth. 

We wandered now, followed by the whole crowd, 
■on the rocky hill which formed the foundation of 
the temple. Only a few ruined walls and pieces of 
marble pillars are now to be found of the famous 
sanctuary, in which the Eleusinian Mysteries were 
celebrated, and one forms the wish that Ceres 
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migM come again to this neighbourliood and seek 
her children, and, if she should come, that for a 
second time might be sung — 

" TJnd auf ihrem Pfad begriisste 

Irrend nact des Kindes Spur, 
Ceres die verlass'ne Kiiste ; 

Aoli ! da griinte keine Plur ! 
Dass sie hier vertraulicli weile, 

1st kein, Obdach ikr gewakrt ; 
Keines Tempels keine Saiile 

Zeuget dass man Grotter ehrt." 

So the hand of time passes over the most famous 
objects: and often the poem of Eiiokart has come 
into my mind in Greece, which teUs of the valley 
where there first existed a town, then a heap of 
ruins, fields and sea, and lastly, k town again. It 
was a painful thought to us the Youth of modern 
times, whilst scrambling over the broken stones, 
put together long ago with great labour by the most 
civilized people of the world, in order to create a 
chef-d'oeuvre for eternity, to refliect that here the 
Youth of ancient times once celebrated the mystic 
rites of Ceres ! 
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"We were now conducted to two houses of the 
Inhabitants of the country, in which we saw the 
most magnificent mosaics, representing children at 
play and the wallowing of swine. Over one of 
these runs the wall of the house. Thus these fine 
works were given up to destruction by ignorant 
men, though with the slightest care they might 
have been preserved. Unhappily, the King, who 
has the best possible will to preserve these trea- 
sures, has not the power to oomm;aud that this wish 
should be carried out. 

As we left the second house, the women and 
maidens of Eleusis formed a semicircle before the 
Queen, and began to sing, to a rather monotonous 
melody, a hastily improvised song, to which, hold- 
ing their arms crossed, they danced a solemn 
swinging dance. Slowly they bowed themselves, 
with one step forwards, and then two small steps 
backwards, and after each verse they loiocked with 
the heel of their sandals upon the hard ground. 
In this dance we recognized the customs of the old 
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Ilellenes, as we see tliem representBd upon the vases 
of ancient Greece, and an interesting, beautiful sight 
it was. The Queen told me that the song related 
to her presence. In the first words they expressed 
their joy that we strangers brou:ght news of the 
approaching arrival of the King; in the second, 
the Basilissa was compared to an orange-tree, at 
whose feet a fresh stream sprang. The people 
seem to have a peculiar facility in these impro- 
visations. 

Another ancient Greek pier stretched into the 
sea at the foot of the little town. It is distin- 
guished by its peculiarly large freestones. The 
Queen invited us to take some refreshment, which 
proposition we thankfully accepted. It was a 
goMer champetre. They hastily brought a miser- 
able table and a few camp-stools. A box, which 
contained the much- desired provisions, was opened, 
and we employed ourselves with the cold meat, 
eggs, and wine, particularly that of the world- 
renowned Eleusis. Thus it is with human beings : 
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mind, heart, and stomach are, unfortunately, a 
necessary triumvirate, which, in this poor life on 
earth, can never be separated ! 

After the short meal, the men of Eleusis, not 
wishing to be outdone by their wives, led another 
^danee similar to that of the women, only more 
lively and wild. The best dancer of the district 
led the maze, and made very droll high leaps, 
similar to those of a chamois, and reminding one 
,of the ancient Bacchanalian demeanour. After we 
had admired this for some time, the Queen- collected 
round her the children of the village, asked them 
a few questions in a pleasant tone, and divided 
amongst them the eggs that were left over from the 
meal. It was a pretty picture to see the tender 
woman amidst the fresh noisy children. All 
pressed around her. Each wishdd to have a gift. 
The boisterous she waved mildly back with her 
hand, but amongst the more modest she divided 
them cheerfully. What a screaming and jubilee it 
was ! She knows well how to win the hearts of 

L 2 
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her people by the simplest m^ans. The whole 
population, young and old, dashed after the car- 
riage, and the Queen left the interesting spot, 
amidst loudly resounding cries of joy. "Zito 
Basilissa ! " the more enthusiastic of the youths ran 
shouting after her for some time. It is easily to 
be seen that it is the Queen who supports the 
newly-established throne of Greeee, by her personal 
influence oyer the affections of her people. 

As we drove through the vineyards, the few 
inhabitants threw into the carriage the finest grapes 
they possessed, which were accepted gratefully ; 
and this sign of aifection was .not, as with us, 
rewarded with gold. The frie.ndly nod of the 
Queen was the peasant's highest reward. The 
people in Greece are thorough royalists, and know 
the value of princely protection and graciousness, 
without the need of proving it to them by pay- 
ment. 

Late in the evening we retuimed to Athens by 
the brilliant starlight. 
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The following morning we took breakfast in our 
rooms, and at nine o'clock were taken to the King's 
stables ; they are roomy and clean, and contain a 
beautiful collection of Oriental horses. The finest 
of these were led out in the court before us. The 
King and Queen are very fond of riding lively 
animals. It is thought hon ton in Greece that the 
horses should be very frisky in starting, in order 
-to show off the riding of the King to the astonished 
people. The stud is taken care of by a former 
Bavarian officer, who appears to understand the 
art of riding very well. From hence we betook 
ourselves to the newly -built University, which is in 
the old Grecian style. The large, not yet finished, 
room is supported by beautiful pillars of white 
marble. The whole institution is only just com- 
menced; but they are endeavouring to perfect it; 
and the library, which consists chiefly of presents 
from the Continent and strangers, is not without 
importance. From this spark of new life we went 
back to the centre of old magnificence and grandeur 
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— to tjie proud rock-built Acropolis, which sur- 
passes everything we have yet seen of ancient art. 

From the foot of the height to the gate of the 
outer wall the road goes over bare earth-embank- 
ments ; and it is, as usual in modern Greece, very 
bad. We were obliged to work our way through 
the dust with a great deal of trouble to where, 
before destructive Time had done his work, the 
ancient Greek mounted the marble steps to the 
seat of the gods. In the distance, the proud Propy- 
laeum beamed on the worshippers of the sublime 
Minerva like a temple of the .Sun in the blue 
ether. Zealously he winged his upward steps, 
and soon found himself in a wilderness of pillars, 
in which the works of a Phidias, like pearls of 
human art, gave him at once enthusiasm for his 
divinity, and admiration of the skill of man. He 
would contemplate the mild, serious features of the 
goddess, formed from the neighbouring stone-quarry 
of Penthelicon, whom his poetical mind had con- 
verted into his protectress. No still earnest prayers 
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of reverence and devotion to the highest Being 
^could pass these lips. In their place shouts of joy- 
were required at the bringing the flower-crowned 
sacrifice, which was the expression of the poetic 
enjoyment of nature; it had, however, its end in 
self-praise. A Christian's awe for the great Creator 
of the world was only produced then — by God's in- 
comprehensible phenomena of nature, and by death ! 
The Acropolis was a diadem, with which proud 
humanity had decked its own glorious head; but 
this crown wanted the pure blessing of Redemp- 
tion ; the glitter of this vain ornament was destroyed, 
and the sensual spirit vanished before the thorns 
and crown of the Saviour, In this frame of mind 
the disciples united their artistic powers to decorate 
the cathedrals (instead of the pearls and jewels of 
ancient time) with the simple emblem of the cruci- 
fix. The glitter disappeared, the pearls were scat- 
tered by the fiight of time ; and yet one recognizes, 
by the remains, that the minds who created these 
works must have been great and „sublime. In the 
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ruins there still lies a poetical charm — an irresis- 
tible power — which even flatters the self-love of 
a Christian of the nineteenth century. The soul 
is involuntarily filled with pride at the thought 
that these works were raised by men of like flesh 
and blood ; and, as we are not reminded by seeing 
the attributes of heathen worship in the broad quiet 
space, fancy has free play, and even Christian minds 
can rejoice in the monuments of old Hellas. 

We entered the gate of the outer wail. After 
we had pressed through it Ave came to a small 
watch-house, which, unfortunately, is partly built 
out of the remains of the art treasures. To the 
right and left lay fallen stones^ broken columns, 
and we passed through a door -like opening in the 
wall, Avithiu the boundaries of the magnificent Pro- 
pylseum. Even to this very day, the mighty steps 
are traceable which were said to have reached to the 
sea. On each side rose gigantic columns, which 
formed several entrance-halls to the real sanctua- 
ries. In tlio marble floor grooves had been cut in 
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such a manner that formerly they must have driven 
their chariots between the steps. 

The rows of columns are separated from the 
interior of the Acropolis by great walls of free- 
stone. In the middle is to be found a threefold 
entrance. To the right of the Propylseum, upon 
a projecting rock, stands the decorated Temple of 
"Victory, to which we directed our attention for the 
first time. Its dimensions are very exact, and in 
perfect symmetry. Four walls, adorned with Doric 
columns, formed the building, on one side of which 
a beautiful dome leads into the interior. Around 
the cornice run beautifully-sculptured bas-reliefs, 
on a very small scale. Owing to the open situa- 
tion of the temple, its background is the pure 
ether; and, being built in such small proportions, 
which of late have been restored, it has something 
extremely attractive about it. In the interior, lean- 
ing against the wall, we found a particularly fine 
bas-relief of the goddess Victory. The Athenians, 
in order to make sure of success, not only built 



154 ON THE WING. 

this monument in her honour, but called it the 
Temple of the "Wingless Victory," meaning, that 
victory could not then leave them. 

We afterwards turned to the Ipft side of Propy- 
Iseum, where we found, on a crag of rock, a large 
apartment in which the Dukes of Athens dwelt in 
the middle ages. 

Now this room and the space immediately 
adjoining are used as a museum for the antiquities 
dug out of the ground. Here are piled up stone 
hands, feet, arms, and heads. Only a few of these 
were of great importance; but how gladly would 
we have taken the smallest bit of the most worthless 
statue as a remembrance ! This, however, as is 
natural, is strictly forbidden, for Greece has already 
been greatly robbed of its most beautiful statues 
and vases by European lovers of art. A few 
members of our company, notwithstanding, con- 
trived to conceal small marble bits of the pillars or 
wall, as a remembrance of the hi^orical place. 

What a pity it is that the Grecian government is 
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in want of money, and the nation in want of 
love for art ! otherwise all these treasures and 
the antiquities scattered in various parts might 
be collected and systematically arranged in a 
museum built for the purpose. Thus at least the 
shadows of the magnificent monuments of ancient 
Greece would be restored to us. One raises a clod, 
looks between the rubbish of centuries, and the 
form of a beautiful torso appears. Athens and 
Europe rejoice over the great discovery, and the 
torso keeps its gloomy place of honour amongst the 
other broken fragments. Wonderful stories are told 
of the newly discovered masterpiece, it is ascribed 
to a Phidias, it is praised in the art journals. The 
l)ad counterfeit in copper astonishes the gaze of the 
"curious outer world, whilst in the immediate neigh- 
"bourhood of the headless trunk the already long- 
found hands and feet are shown to astonished 
"travellers as unmeaning fragments. Could not a 
skilful ai'tist collect these various limbs, and unite 
them as a perfect statue of a bygone century, or, 
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inspired by these beautiful models, produce this or 
that small portion that is wanting ? Or could not 
a clever architect throw himself into the spirit of 
these old works, and put together, with the correct 
eye of an artist, the various scattered fragments of 
pillars, and construct them into a whole? Unhap- 
pily, the means are wanting for si^ch a great under- 
taking ; and till now only a few jsmall experiments 
have been made, whose success, nevertheless, gives 
proof how great would be the reward of this 
magnificent, though difficult work. 

We wondered to see the richly-draped statue of 
a goddess, dislodged from her exalted position, rest- 
ing on the Acropolis, whilst her lovely head, dug 
out of the plain, was, perhaps, shown in the Temple 
of Theseus ; yet this may have come to pass in a 
very natural, although barbarous manner. The 
cruel Turk found this figure upon the long-be- 
sieged castle walls ; no inspiration seized him when 
contemplating it ; he had only di'awn the SAVord 
of the Proijhct for purposes of destruction, and 
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the iron hand of the barbarian 'soon did its work. 
The head which Phidias had inspired with life, and 
which, through his chisel, had attained eternal fame, 
was dashed from the dazzling neck, and rolled, 
with shouts of victory, over the rocks and plains of 
the conquered country. But these sacrifices to 
barbarism were not confined to the sons of Ma- 
homet ; the knights of Clxristian states knew how 
to take part in such amusements. It would be 
the duty, now, of the lovers of Art in the nine- 
teenth century to collect the scattered members of 
these gods, and bring them once more to the spot 
of their old fame, as otferings to their respective 
Muses. Yet this does not happen, and will not 
happen ; so the history of bygone ages teaches vs. 

Each period has its peculiar star in art, which 
attracts the admiration of mankind. The lesson 
given us by time is, therefore,, that these works 
are destroyed, and their ruins left to posterity, in 
order that future generations may conceive, learn, 
and create for themselves. 
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Through the doors of the Propylaeum we stepped 
into a space strewn with stones — the peculiarly 
consecrated abode of the old gods. Here we found 
the great pedestal, marking the spot upon which 
the famed Miaerva had once stood. Here was to 
be distiaguished the temple of Erecthea ; here, the 
great masterpiece of Grecian architecture — the 
richly-columned gigantic Parthenon, ia which Phi- 
dias had once enthroned his Zeus formed of gold 
and ivory. To the left, on quitting the Parthenon, 
a number of exquisitely beautiful bas-reliefs, taken 
from the metopes of the Parthenon, rest against 
a wall of freestone. They represent a triumphal 
military procession, ia which the most marvellous 
figures are to be discovered; thay are among the 
finest productions of ancient art. Yet the prin- 
cipal treasures amongst these bas-reliefs Lord Elgin, 
the representative of his merchant nation, has taken 
to London to the British Museum; but, in grati- 
tude for the successful robbery, he has buHt poor 
Athens a miserable clock-tower ! As far as the 
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great claws of the leopard stretch, so far he inflicts 
wounds, in order to reach the heart's blood; and 
the spoils ia his den at home show that the leo- 
pard's claws are long ! 

Our feelings of enthusiasm increased as we ap- 
proached the sublime Parthenon. The fagade is 
still tolerably well preserved, and gives a great 
many outlines and points to fancy, from which she 
can easily fill in the whole of the noble old picture. 
A broad colonnade, in the most simple grandiose 
style, surrounds the temple, which is both closed in 
and decorated with pillars. The pediment of the 
temple is, unhappily, greatly damaged ; and there 
are only to be seen two headless, armless figures, 
which must once have formed part of a marble 
^ group. A few broken traces of the metopes are 
to be seen between the roof and the columns. So 
elegant and small are the dimensions of the temple 
of Yictory, so majestic and large are they in these 
works of ancient art ; yet both stand alike charm- 
ing in architectural harmony. An irresistible charm 
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exists in these marble ruins ; the works have been 
planned by a thoughtful mind, and executed with 
spirit. One riddle remains unsolved by us, viz. 
how the ancients had the strength and the means 
to pile those great masses of stqne on each other. 
Yes ! those great artists made such architectural 
calculations as we are not accustomed to think 
of, such as our poor weak age dares not contem- 
plate. Thus they managed to protect their won- 
derful buildings, made of colossal stones unce- 
mented by mortar, from the nunierous earthquakes 
of the South, by giving to all the pillars a some- 
what sharp inclination to the interior of the temple, 
so that the cross-stones, propped up against each 
other, gave a support to the whole. In this way 
they gave to the bases of the Parthenon a leaning 
direction towards the centre, producing an optical 
illusion, and making these noble buildings appear 
larger. For the figure of Zeus no better work 
could have been chosen as an abode for the god, 
for it expresses, at the same time, the gravity and 
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the greatness of tlic thunder-god, and his poetical 
aspect as an admirer of the nymphs. We went 
into the interior. Where was once the roof, the 
clearest light now streams from the blue ether 
through the Penthelicon marble, yellow-stained by 
time. The roof itself, to which rose the smoke of 
the offerings, now Kes scattered in pieces on the 
ground, where formerly ran the blood of the beasts 
that were sacrificed. Of the richly-adorned dweller 
in this old marble fortress, the Zeus of Phidias, 
there are no longer any traces. The golden hair 
and mantle have served somewhere to fill the sack 
of the robber. In the interior they have placed 
two oid marble thrones, dug out of the earth. 

Here the King and Queen sit at the archaeolo- 
gical feasts which are celebrated. "We thought of 
ourselves as in the times of the Athenian people, 
when at the fall of Creon they sent away their 
kings. Professor K., however, seated himself, with 
enthusiastic admiration for the ancients, on the 
King's throne, and now the long-cherished wish 
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of our company was fulfilled. We had kept with, 
great care, from the beginning of the journey, a 
flask of Austrian wine, which was now brought 
out, and its contents emptied h\ a toast for the 
Fatherland. Southern customs were blended with 
northern. Eecorder K. sat like a bard of the old 
German times, his grey locks playing ia the wind, 
upon the marble throne. We formed a circle 
around him, whereupon, in the inspiration of 
the moment, he broke out into an oration, with 
a clear resounding voice, and greeted the Father- 
land. We listened to his words with enthusiasm 
and emotion. It was a poetical moment, rendered 
so by the love of home, and yet more exciting from 
the surroundings. We had fulflUed our purpose 
of drinking the fruit of home vineyards, on the 
strongest fortification in Attica, whilst we should 
think with love of our beloved country. Before 
we put the juice of the wholesonie Austrian grapes 
to our lips, I offered a libation to the mythological 
gods, A\'hose wonderful art forms had once peopled 
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these rooms, in presence of the remains of the 
old heroes, on the stone in front of the throne, 
according to old usage. Then each one took a 
mighty draught ; and I, to prevent future pro- 
fanation, dashed the flask on the marble. The 
Grecian ofl&cers, who accompanied us, looked at 
this scene with astonishment; when it was ex- 
plained to them they stooped and picked up the 
remains of the broken flask as remembrances. It 
appeared that our patriotism aroused theirs. 

My brother could, unfortunately, not share in 
these festivities, a slight indisposition keeping 
him at home. 

From the Parthenon we went through a sea of 
ruins to the Erecthea. Upon a massive, but not 
very broad, wall of marble which encircled it were 
slender caryatides, which bore oriiamcnted entabla- 
tures carved in stone upon their heads. The rich 
draperies of the dress, the thick wavy hair, and the 
serious features of these figures, gave a very strong 
impression of their excellence. The form and the 
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rich ornaments of the picturesque little temple 
remind one, unwittingly, of the ibeautifully carved 
cabinets of the cinque cento. For these charming 
little works modern Greece has become famous, and 
has replaced some of the missing caryatides with 
new works in stone. In this temple also, as in all 
excepting that of Theseus, the Toof was wanting, 
giving a still sharper outline to the ruins against 
the sky. The other side is leaning on the free- 
stone wall, by which the likeness to a cabinet is 
still more increased. On the other side of the 
wall is a t-olerably large room, which on two 
sides is surrounded by beautiful ^Corinthian pillars. 
To which kind of Grecian pillar to give the pre- 
ference I do not quite know; but the Parthe- 
non, with its massive, yet slender forms, pleased 
me most. No scrolled work, no unnecessary or- 
naments spoiled the glorious impression. Here, 
as everywhere with what is gre.at and beautiful, 
ornament is not needed to extract admiration 
and increase delight. 
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We turned our stops to the tfemple which was 
erected to both the guardians of ancient Athens — 
Minerva and Neptune. But the serious majestic 
goddess who sprung forth from the head of Jove 
had the superiority over the wild "water man," 
and the wise people of Athens preferred Minerva's 
present, the olive-tree, to Neptune's, the horse 
arising from the waves. The most beautiful of 
the remains of this temple is a richly ornamented 
entrance door ; and close to this, amongst the 
rocks, they showed us a hollow, from which 
Neptune, with his trident, had caused the stream 
to flow. The Grecian archseologist, a very 
amiable learned man, let us into a house, in which 
we found a valuable collection of dug-up vessels 
and other objects. The earthen vases of Greece 
are distinguished by their graceful, and yet simple, 
forms, and by their beautifuUy-marked red and 
black colours. Action and poetry are to be found 
in all the figures of the remains of these times. 
It is worthy of remark that on tbc lower side 
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of the mighty rocks opposite the sea stands the 
theatre of Herod, which is rtow slowly being 
given back to daylight from the bosom of the 
earth; and one already sees the old form of the 
circus, as it is so well to be seen in Yerona. It 
had been built by some Croesus, who lived in the 
happy times when people had, occasionally, too 
much money. It happened to jhim in this way : 
He had found a treasure which had already given 
him all the luxuries of life ; he did not know how 
to make use of the mass of gold, and turned in 
his difficulty to the Emperor Hadrian, who gave 
him the thought of building ay/^aj his burden- 
some treasure. 

We left the Acropolis with the exalting idea of 
having seen the great, the everlastiug ! We felt 
ourselves nearer to the times when a Pericles lived, 
and entered into the spirit of those mnivalled 
artists and great men of Greece, whilst looking at 
the place where they had lived, and our souls 
seemed to take up the shadows of the forms of the 
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Acropolis, as if unity and life still ruled in those 
spots, as if tlie smoke of the rich sacrifice still 
mounted to the undisturbed ether, and as if the 
shouts of the crowd, drunk with joy, still re- 
sounded over the eternally green luxuriant valley. 
From poetry we went back to prose, and I had the 
not very agreeable task of receiving the diplomatic 
corps. Such things were cold douches upon the 
poetical fervour in which our hearts had rioted over 
the ancient glories. 

At half-past five I got on honseback, and accom- 
panied the Queen to take another cursory glance at 
Athens. The weather had become more gloomy. 
The neighbourhood, through which our light Ori- 
ental horses carried ns, offered a dull picture of 
melancholy. Bare and darkly-coloured hillocks 
gave the impression of tombs, when the glow 
of the bright sun was wanting. The olive-trees, 
with their dark grey foliage, broiight no life to 
the leaden landscape, which soon opened into a 
broad valley. At the cntrancp of this, near the 
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trees, stood a little chapel, and before it lay blocks 
of stone, ia wild confusion. 

Here it was that Byron wrote his poems, and it 
was here that the ' Maid of Athens ' was composed. 
The extensive landscape which opens at this point 
mirrors the soul of the great poet — sadness and 
glowing longiug, which, by a burning ray of sun, 
are inflamed into deep passion. But to-day the 
Grecian sun was not granted to colour these hiUs 
and broad plains with the enamelled colours of the 
South. Such days are not favourable to the glow- 
ing fire of poetry ; the love-sick' heart of the poet 
can only sing on such as these in melancholy tones. 
"It was a picture of the languid, not of the victorious 
Byron. Only in one spot in the far distance hope 
gleamed upon this sad picture, A small white 
church, sun-ounded by a few houses^ and luxuriant 
trees, comforted the eyes. I heard, with pleasure, 
that a colony of retired German soldiers had lived 
there. 

For the admirers of old buiklihgs two aqueducts 
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are the most remarkable objects in this valley. 
They date from the Eoman times, and are built 
of tiles. The greatest part of the pillars time has 
already destroyed. What is remarkable in these 
two aqueducts, and causes most astonishment at 
the way in which the architect has caused natiu-e 
to bow to his will, is that in the same yalley they 
run in contrary directions. The object of these 
constructions has ceased, and the pillars stand now 
as sorrowful reminiscences of past culture. At a 
small expense these aqueducts might be restored, 
which would bring new life to the poverty-stricken 
country. 

Scarcely had we left these ruins, when tolerably 
heavy rain came on. The Queen put up her 
umbrella, the horses were started off at a quick 
trot, and we went hastily to a neighbouring house 
belonging to one of the Royal bailiffs, which stood 
at the edge of a small stream. We were delighted 
to observe some fruit-trees and fields of clover near 
it. "We left oiu- horses in the court of the German- 
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built house. The Queen showed us with some 
pride a magnificent dairy, which provides cream 
for those who drink coffee in thfe German fashion. 
At the Court also we had nothing to complain of in 
the milk, which generally in Southern lands is so 
obnoxious to Northerners. 

The broad luxurious foliage of a few plants of 
vine before the bailiff's room protected us from the 
rain. The Queen, who had gained an excellent 
appetite from the quick ride, ksked the woman 
of the house to bake some pancakes, which we 
consumed in a little dark room. Meanwhile car- 
riages came from Athens, and we got home dry. 
Our toilets were made in haste, and we went to 
dinner, at which Captain 0. was presented to the 
Queen by our resident Consul, Count J. 

As the lively Queen found that we had had too 
little exercise that day, we played after dinner at 
" k la guerre." The whole company endeavoured to 
display their talents for the game, which many did 
in a very comical manner, so that it -was easy for the 
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practised billiard player, Dr. F., to win. With this 
triumph of Viennese skill, the day ended. 

The following morning my brother and I visited 
once more, in the company of Count C. and Ee- 
corder K. and our allotted adjutant, the noble 
Temple of Theseus, whose choice treasures of art 
in the interior we had not yet sufficiently exa- 
mined. This morning we could see it all at our 
leisure, without being disturbed by our less enthu- 
siastic companions (we make an exception of Pro- 
fessor G. also). We were much indebted to the 
learned, agreeable explanations of the Greek archee- 
plogist. The most remarkable of the various 
objects in the temple room is the bas-relief of a 
hero figure of the time of Xer:^es ; it represents 
Aristion, a relation of Theseus. Of this rare 
souvenir they had taken a little care, and had 
hidden it under a glass case from the effects of the 
air. One sees, from the profile of this hero, how, 
even in early times, they had a feeling for art in 
iGreece, and if by the side of later creations this 
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work appears stiff, yet one can gioe that a people 
who, in their infancy, knew how to mould such 
forms, must be destined to have a glorious future. 
The features and limbs of the figure are rigid and 
unformed, and we might conclude from them how 
the spark of art had passed from the old, serious, 
strong Egyptians to the youthful Greek nation, and 
there had first expanded under the influence of a 
happy and powerful nature to its, sublime and uni- 
versally-admired results. When we leave these 
oldest recollections of Grecian sculpture, we find 
near them numerous monuments which, by their 
rich ideas, and by their skilful ; execution, remind 
us of the prime of Hellas; for after the granite 
and other hardly- worked materials of the Egyptian 
school, with its cold stiff forms, the soft white 
marble of the Penthelicon breathed a new life into 
the youthful efforts. Already the artist has united 
scenes from real life with mythological faith, and 
raised the mystic veil; so the spectator finds an 
expression of the thought whi(?h fills it. The 
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figures of the dying on the monument are always 
in a sitting posture, and covered with a veil, em- 
blematical of the separation from the world. 
Around them stand the relations and friends, who 
are endeavouring by their prayers to prevent the 
parting. Is it a mother dying, surrounded by her 
family? The artist places a child on her knee, 
holding a bird in its hand, by which is typified the 
fleeting soul of the mother. Many of these monu- 
ments are preserved, and the various figures on 
them are not emblematical ; they are real flesh and 
blood, covered with the richest draperies.- 

Amongst the remaining objects, another sarco- 
phagus and an excellent statue are worthy of 
notice. This latter represents a young man, whom 
they pointed out to us as Apollo — I do not know 
whether it was correctly named, but the figure was 
not unworthy of the God. A colossal statue, in 
Egyptian dress, bears the marks of a later date in 
the manner of its carving. The archaeologist told us 
it represented Antinous, the favourite of Hadrian. 



J^74 ON THE WING. 

It was found upon the field of Marathon. I can 
easily believe that this work bfelonged to those 
Eoman times, for it wanted the delicate moulding 
of Greek art. In the colonnade of Hadrian, where 
we now entered, curiosities are .kept in the first 
room, amongst which we found several more monu- 
ments of the kind I have described. 

We also paid one more visit to the Temple of 
the "Winds, which had interested nte greatly through 
the archajologist's explanations. As I have already 
remarked, an aqueduct leads to this building, 
whose now dried-up waters once flowed so regu- 
larly round a bronze statue of Neptune that it 
formed the centre of a clock-work on which figures 
appeared according to the com-se of the hours, and 
whose age and size increased with the number of 
the hour. In the first division a child appeared, with 
a horn of plenty fiUed with buds ; in the second, a 
maiden with opening buds; and in the third, a 
figure of a woman with full-blown flowers. In this 
temple, also, we found a sun-dial, at the southern 
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pole of which a line showed that the course of the 
earth has not changed in the .least during two 
thousand years, for to-day the rays of the sun at 
noon still cast the shadow of the iron rod upon this 
stone memorial. 

Let into the division of the octagon are several 
great bas-reliefs, representing the various winds and 
their peculiarities. The cold, or liurtful ones, have 
old bearded countenances, in order to depict the 
inclemencies of the elements. The soft winds of 
spring appear in the forms of youths. They are 
barefooted, by which is intended to show how 
lightly they pass over the flowery carpet of newly- 
awakened nature. Many of these figures carry 
musical instruments in their hands, as signs of 
their sweetness ; others bear flowers and fruits, 
showing that they' called these forth. The wind 
most disliked by the Athenians holds a large shell 
before its mouth, emblematical of its roaring. 

From the Temple of the Winds we went to a 
chamber, turned by the Turks into a steam-bath, 
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which now contains the plaster casts of all the 
treasures of art no longer in Greece. Amongst 
others are the bas-reliefs stolen by Lord Elgin from 
the Parthenon, Old England was good enough to 
send these to the Greeks, in order to remind them 
of what they had lost. From hence we passed on to 
the so-called Market Gate, which properly, with a 
few shortened pillars, encircles the remains of the 
Temple of Minerva. The present name of this 
portico is falsely given. 

"We also visited the Catholic church near these 
ruins. It is small, and in the highest degree un- 
presentable, so that on this point we were surpassed 
by the Anglicans, who had buUt themselves a veiy 
pretty little Gothic church, whilst the Catholics had 
only a former mosque. 

At one o'clock we drove with the Queen in a 
char-k-banc to the mountains. We were, how- 
ever, soon met by the Eoyal horses, on which we 
must needs climb the steep part .of the way. The 
weather was very favourable to us to-day, so that 
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the interesting mountain-passes looked more 
picturesque than ever. Of cultivation it was 
entirely deficient; yet the fresh green of the 
pine-trees shone between the passes of stone, 
and over the bare yellow earth. Our horses were 
soon obliged to begin to climb over the slippery 
rocks. When we had gained the first of the 
heights we were welcomed by the " zitos " of the 
inhabitants of the little village of Cupia, who had 
come to meet us. We had passed by this small 
place in the valley, now far in the distance. It 
was a pretty picturesque spot, vegetation had 
been planted with much trouble in its rocky 
neighbourhood, and it did the eyes good to rest 
on the green amid the grey masses. 

The joy of the people, on seeing the Queen, 
was so great, and so noisy, that her horse took 
fright and shied. The costume of the villagers 
resembled that of Eleusis. The further we jour- 
neyed into the country, and the higher we climbed, 
the more oriental and more primitive did the land 

N 
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and its inhabitants become. They are a hearty, 
independent race of men, strong in their fixed 
belief, powerful in body and mind; and, there- 
fore, easy and dignified in their bearing, and 
graceful in their movements. If the craftiness 
of the ancient Greeks, and the slyness of the 
slave, did not appear in this unfettered people, I 
should compare them with the steadfast Tyrolese. 
This gloomy shadow throws an unpleasing darkness 
over the shepherds of this mountain peninsula. 
Owing to these mountain-spurs, which make har- 
bours on the shore of the sea, the people have 
acquired the cunning of the traders. The warlike 
sanguinary mind which enabled them, protected as 
they were by their rocky fortresses, to chase the 
enemy with long-nourished vengeance from their 
country was not, as with the Tyrolese, settled 
peacefully after tlie hardly won victory. The 
strife was too long and fierce, aiid, combined 
with the cunning elements of their character, has 
degenerated into robbery, froni which violence 
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even such great expeditions as we were making 
seemed not to be quite secure, for we saw gens 
d^armes to-day, placed at several points of the 
road. 

Though the Queen assured us that this zeal 
was unnecessary, I believe such precautions were 
not taken without reason. Akeady the path had 
become narrower, owing to the various obstacles 
of rock and stone. But the Queen, accustomed to 
such hindrances, from her frequent journeys into 
the interior, scampered lightly over them, and 
we soon arrived at still steeper heights, pictu- 
resquely covered with pine-trees and rocky crags j 
then we presently descended by a path, which in 
our country we should not dignify by such a 
name, and here the horses knew how to advance, 
mounting or sliding, as required. The nearer we 
came to our goal, the old border fortress of Phila, 
the wilder and narrower became the road, and 
the more varied the forms of the rocks. Every- 
where the homely pine-trees were to be seen. 

N 1 
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These places reminded me of oiir Salzkammer- 
gut and our Tyrol. 

We were still obliged to ride over rough stony- 
flats, between a wall of rock, a steep precipice, 
and pass a hollow defile in sight of the for- 
tress. 

At last we found ourselves at the end of our 
charming journey ; the weather was most beau- 
tiful, and the ruins of the fortress lay on the 
further point of a tolerably broad plateau, over- 
grown with luxuriant vegetation. These ruins 
are composed of a not very loijg square wall of 
colossal plain freestone ; at the comers are placed 
four towers, of which one is round, which proves 
that the Greeks already kney how to build 
round walls. 

Phila was the refuge of the .thirty tyrants, in 
which they fortified themselves, to escape the 
anger of the Athenians. We see from this that 
the idea of a strong refuge does not date only 
from the middle ages. These thirty gentlemen 
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could contemplate the town of Athens, from their 
eagle's nest, through the cutting in the mountain, 
so dangerous to them, with its dazzling back- 
ground of the azure mirror of the sea. The 
chains of the tyrants are broken, the protecting 
walls decayed; and now the peaceful ivy, the 
usual mantle of the dead, weaves a luxuriant 
green network over the ruins. The much-dreaded 
castle has become a romantic object for an ex- 
cursion. 

The view of Athens, of Acroj)olis, and the 
noble sea was truly bewitching ; between the dark 
masses of the mountain, it looked like a miniature 
set in a frame. 

After the horses were rested we set off again 
on the neck-breaking stony path, which stretched 
itself along the mountains and the small valley ; 
but we soon left the road we had come by, in 
order to go through, if possible, still greater 
equestrian dangers. 

"We went over the ridge of the mountain, and 
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again descended by a path. wMcli might per- 
haps make a good footing for chamois. Before 
us opened the narrow defile, around us stretched 
rocks buried amidst low underwood, and we 
balanced on our half-stepping, half-sliding horses 
from, stone to stone along the steep precipice. 
One false step of the eager animal, and the un- 
happy victim is the child of death ! These are 
the pleasure rides of the curious Europeans in old 
Hellas, the former sanctuary of civilization and 
progress. The defile continued to grow narrower. 
In vain my eyes searched for the walls of the 
convent, which was to be the aim of our past 
dangers. Instead of that I discovered that those 
of the caravan who were behiad the Queen, my 
brother and myself, seemed to have observed the 
danger in which we were, for both northern and 
southern riders,^ of whose boldness we had so often 
icard, had dismounted, and were leading their 
horses comfortably by the bridle. They preferred 
tiring their own limbs, to hovering in the air 
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over the precipices. For dear life's sake this was 
surely better, but, as we saw that the heroic Basi- 
lissa did not fear the danger, my brother and I 
remained in our saddles. The most remarkable 
spot was still in store for us. 

As I cannot say the path^ I will use the ex- 
pression, our direction^ was now to reach the 
bottom of the ravine. The place where we had 
to turn was the projection of a rock, on which a 
Jiorse could only just stand. The Queen's horse 
arrived on this dizzy point; then the noble lady 
became suddenly aware of the danger. Neither 
borse nor rider wished to go forward ; but one 
step backwards, and she would be dashed down 
the precipice. The situation was fearful; but 
the helping hand of the Queen's equerry arrived, 
who led the horse forward by the bridle ; after 
whom we also happily passed this terrible place. 
We could now see the end of the pass, in which 
water flowed; but where was the convent? The 
world seemed nailed up in boards; where should 
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wc now discover the work of men's hands between 
rocks and pines in this primitive nature? We 
suddenly saw, at the turning of the path, that the 
direction we had taken was cut off at the end of 
the valley by a little wall between the overhang- 
ing masses of rock. But where were we to find 
the convent? The defile coming to an end, the 
little waU could only be considered as a barrier 
in the road. The riddle became more and more 
exciting. We stood before the wooden gate of 
the wall; the hinges creaked, and we found our- 
selves, all at once, as by the stroke of a magic 
wand, in a romantic, lovely picture of peaceful 
loneliness — the convent court. Without, threat- 
ened the wilderness; withiu, spi-ead a large vine, 
like a tender guard over the quiet rest of prayer. 
Only the clear blue eye of heaven had entrance 
into this refuge of pious souls. 

The day's ride may, perhaps, have been the type 
of the life of many of the monies. He leaves the 
homely hearth, where he lived during his happy 
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cMldliood, amongst the flowers of the garden; he 
goes forth into the world, which represents itself 
to him as a broad valley, bounded, in the far dis- 
tance, by picturesque mountains. He steps boldly 
forward ; the road is so smooth, the homes of guar- 
dians and friends so near; but the mountains 
attract him, he wishes to climb to the glittering 
blue heights in the distance. He approaches the 
base. " The work is easy," he says inwardly, 
"for my eyes can overlook the road, and reach 
from the beginning to the end." But the poor 
soul forgets the feet which must carry it; it for- 
gets that the foot can slip, that there are heights 
and precipices below. He follows the senses, and 
trusts to the firmness of his step. The valley 
becomes narrower ; the plains begin to rise ; pointed 
rocks spring forth out of the earth ; but the danger 
is still not imminent. He steps bravely onward. 
The sun rises in the firmament, and throws glow- 
ing rays. The path becomes rougher. The wan- 
derer begins to look down on precipices. At first 
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it heightens Ms pleasure. He sees a vUlage before 
him. ; the inhabitants come to nieet him with re- 
joicings. His pride increases ; but he is not satis- 
fied. He passes by the last settlement of friendly 
man ; he is driven boisterously onward. He de- 
sires fame ; he must climb the ^fortress ; he must 
see regions only inhabited by eagles. He despises 
danger, because he already sees the longed-for 
object in the far-off distance. The defiles become 
narrower, the heights more giddy. He strives 
upwards ; he has reached the gpal, and finds the 
ruins of fallen greatness; then, 'for the first time, 
he is overcome by fatigue. His head turns before 
the fearful abyss; in sad despair he wanders in 
the wilderness. His wishes are baffled, his hopes 
broken. The danger grows more threatening, 
every step more fatal. His path continues to 
ascend, and approaches even nearer to the preci- 
pice; then he steps upon a paint of the rock. 
He is surrounded by rough desert ; the fresh vege- 
tation has ceased, and he stands alone in a sea 
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of grey stones. Now his courage fails him ; he 
is maddened ; the danger has reached the highest 
degree. He sees a wall, with a closed gate ; with 
■a penitent heart he falls powerless on the threshold. 
He knocks, and knows not what will be opened 
to him. The hinges creak, and the tired wan- 
derer finds himself in the quiet cloister. The 
vine spreads its branches, casting a cool shadow; 
the little church invites him to prayer and re- 
pentance; and serious friends stretch out theii- 
:hands to him, and take him into their peaceful 
home. 

This convent, the recollection of which yet causes 
^emotion in me, is, as I have already remarked, 
.surrounded with a wall, and hangs, like the nest 
of a swallow, upon the rocky projection of the 
stony mountain. The small inner space is so well 
arranged that it would do honour to the best 
.English travelling-bag. Small stone houses, which 
present the most faithful pictures of mortification, 
.find a place against the rocks and in the wall. 
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In the small court there is a somewhat raised 
terrace, which, under a rich roof of grapes, brings 
a picturesque element iato the whole interior. 

Beyond this terrace is the small church, which 
forms the background. "We entered it with the 
Queen. It bears the stamp of the Byzantine 
churches. A mysterious gloom reigns in it, which 
arises from the end of the church being hollowed 
out of the rocks. As we rested for a short time 
in the charming court, where nothing is to be 
seen of the neighbouring abyss, the caravans 
formed a pretty sketch for a genre painter in 
search of originality. Europe's faded, uninterest- 
ing dandy clothing, France's elegant riding habits, 
the rich costumes of modern Grreece, were seen 
collected in an old Oriental cloister, which had 
been consecrated to renunciation of the world ! 
We had seated ourselves on the stone. There was 
a rattling and a clatter in the low dark walls of 
the cloister, and a haggard, neglected figure of 
an old monk camo forth among the merry young 
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world with a cheerful countenance. The white 
beard of the feeble old man waved over a short 
-dark caftan, and reached below the blue pantaloons 
to his knees. Legs and feet were clothed in white 
stockings and black shoes. Upon his bent head was 
perched a kind of Persian cap. From his shoulders 
-to his hands his arms were draped in white. 

As in the monasteries of the West, this monk 
brought us friendly gifts of na=tiu'e, consisting of 
honey, bread, and grapes. "We inquired where 
the rest of the brethren were, and were told that 
they were busy in the fields at work. Altogether, 
six of them lived in this solitude. Their appoint- 
ments are few and scanty, and if their dwellings 
are strangely contrasted with the rich abbeys of 
Austria, so their minds, in comparison with our 
proud Benedictiaes, are most simple. This sim- 
plicity suits with the rude wild country, and the 
ancient religious feeling which reigns here makes 
-no slighter an impression than the higher know- 
ledge of the convents of our Fatherland. 
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We again mounted our horses, and left the pass 
which, had become so interesting to us, in order 
to visit a cavern at the end of it, where, so the 
Queen told us, some time ago the Austrian Am- 
bassador found a great treasure in old vases. "We 
returned to the village of Cassia by a not less 
picturesque road. Here, on a charming flat, covered 
with pine-trees, we encamped, set up a small table 
and some camp-stools, and made a hearty meal. 
The place was lovely, and the rest did us good. 
I remarked that the uncultivated people of Grreece, 
like their European brethren, took great pleasure 
in watching the meals of persons of high rank. I 
have often thought that they must imagine queens 
to eat in a different manner from ordinary beings, 
but here the interest was mutual, for we travellers 
were glad of the opportunity of observing the Gre- 
cian spectators. After we had broken up our 
camp, the Queen spoke in most charming Greek 
to the children in the crowd. 

We now again started on our road. As we 
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passed over the plain, night overtook us, and a fresh 
scene was offered to our gaze. The moon appeared 
with her mild solemn face amidst a choir of stars. 
As everything in the South is clearer, more fiery, 
and more inspiring, so the stars themselves twinkle 
more brightly and enchantingly there. In the 
North the moon seems to be supported by the blue 
of the heavens, whilst over the fields of Attica it 
appears as if it hovered in the free air, enabling 
the eye apparently to pierce further into the far 
unknown distance. So brightly -did the stars shine 
through the night that the courageous Queen was 
able to set off at full gallop to the capital, in spite of 
^ th e bad roads. The carriages, which had come to meet 
us, were to my great delight not used, and, dashing 
quickly on, we came through the •glorious Southern 
night-air to the royal castle. I confess, with 
admiration, that the bra-^e Basilissa understands 
how to show her guests the beauties of her country, 
and teach them to prize its treasures. 

We were tired by the long seven hours' ride, 
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but only in body, not in mind, and the glorious 
moonsliine made us resolve, being now somewhat 
refreshed, to set our tired limbs again in motion. 
There was an enthusiastic insatiableness in oui- 
love of art, which prevented our confessing fatigue. 
" L'appdtit vient en mangeant," and therefore 
the small number of the Phil-Hellenes and the 
admirers of antiquities were really happy at 
having this treat at the conclusion of this eventful 
day. Added to this enjoyment of the Grecian 
works of art we joined some malice, and amused 
ourselves with the despairing countenances of the 
prosaic lovers of comfort. 

The excellent dinner was hastily taken, and we 
threw ourselves, preceded by the Queen, into the 
carriage. During the drive wo had an opportunity 
of admiring the clear pale moonlight shed over 
the landscape, thus showing how deserving we 
were of such a chandelier. All that was sublime 
was distinctly visible, whilst the bare deserts of 
earth lay in darkness. All colour, had disappeared. 
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giving one soft tone to the whole, so that the forms 
of the objects were only distinguishable by their 
shadows. 

Near the gate of the Acropolis, on the height, 
we very nearly fell victims to our love of art. The 
horses, not appearing to share in our enthusiasm, 
could not proceed up the sacred road {via sacra)^ 
and our carriage slid deliberately down the stcop 
way to the precipice. The modern Greeks, who 
never drive carriages up these streets, did not care 
in the least to quiet our alarm ; no railing gave us 
the sweet delusion of being saved. The Queen 
then took the only remaining means of escape, and, 
amidst cries of despair, threw herself out of the 
carriage. The maid of honour, who had fainted from 
an emotion so unusual for a Greek, was thrown into 
the arms of a stout Bavarian footman. Charles and 
I saved ourselves after the Queen's fashion. The 
carriage, freed from our weight, was now kept from 
rolling back by the horses, and Ave entered the lofty 
gate of the temple of the god on foot. 
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From the outer court we had our first magic 
glimpse of the sea converted into a silver mirror. 
My eyes always rest with exalted feelings upon 
the broad ocean, as when I first saw it lighted up 
by the Grecian full moon. I had always longed 
for, and dreamed of the South ; now my dream is 
realized and far surpassed. With what a proud 
feeling did I tread the brightly shining steps of 
the Propylseum, whose columns stood like giants 
of the times of the gods ! Black and square the 
plain French tower rose from the dark ground ; 
small, yet beautifully sublime, the Temple of "Vic- 
tory hovered between the sea and the deep blue 
heavens like a fancy from a dream. Nobly 
towered the great Parthenon, as though it had 
risen at the command of a deity. Lightly the 
Caryatides supported the temple of the nymph 
Erecthea. Everything — so beautiful, so great, so 
fantastic, and everything in ruins ! Involun- 
tarily the thought came across my mind, as I stood 
amongst these ruins lit up by the moon, " Here 
lies the church j-ard of History." 
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Five national epochs had revolved over this 
place, and now the first of these still fills us with 
admiration. The deep poetry which lies in the 
works of Greece could never be breathed by them 
into any other people. The Eoraan is great, but 
oppressively heavy; the Frenchman is angular, 
strong, and stout ; whilst among the Turks, cruel, 
fanatical dcstructivenoss is shown by their bald 
skuUs. 

With the genius of enthusiasm, the Queen led 
us to an admirably- chosen point of view, from 
whence we could contemplate the isolated buildings 
in all their magnificence. As Queen of the Hellenes, 
she looks upon the glory which rests on these 
great works as part of her inheritance. 

I could have stayed for hours at these various 
points of view, lost in my own thoughts, but the 
company was too numerous, aid there was too 
much insignificant nature mingled amongst us. 
I had a feeling as if I could here write poetry — 
poems of longing and high feeling. We climbed 

2 
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upon the last peak of tlie richly-laden rook, from 
whence we could see the new town. It lay in 
peaceful stillness, and only the lighted windows 
showed that life existed there. 'As when a young 
child seats itself at the foot of the throne of its re- 
nowned ancestors, so it lay there,, and the Basilissa, 
standing by our side, is the bond uniting the pre- 
sent with the past. "We separated with full hearts, 
and my soul was possessed by thoughts of other 
times. 

The Queen, in order to try the patience of the 
party, now went, to my great joy, on towards the 
Areopagus, upon the rock from whence the holy 
St. Paul had preached to the Athenians of the 
Unknown God, Here also it was heavenly. The 
Queen tripped as merrily over the blocks of stone 
as though she had been reposing the whole day, 
to the great displeasure of the Ipvers of ease, who 
would much rather have been ^dreaming of rosy 
champagne, between soft eider-down quilts. 

As we left the Areopagus we suddenly saw, on 
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tlie side towards the sea, a glorious falling star, 
so large that it seemed as if the moon was dropping 
into the wayes. It changed colour from green to 
red, and left a long streak of flanie behind it. 

We re-entered our ominous carriage, and drove 
to the Columns of Jupiter. They are all large, 
like everything that is Eoman, but wanted that 
lovely poetic breath of the Grecian works. It is 
splendour without grace. 

Through the Gate of Hadrian we returned to the 
royal palace. Every moment I w'ished myself back 
in the " churchyard of History," although I had 
been in motion the whole day. I shall remember 
this evening, and the Basilissa, as long as I live. 
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OHAPTEE v. 

A VISIT TO THE MOSQUE IN SMYEJSTA. 

The first morning in Asia Minor, the first in the 
Ottoman empire, smiled on us joyfully. Before us 
lay the East, with its -wealth, its vegetation, its 
thousand dazzling appeals to the senses. The 
blossoms of Asia opened befoip us j our long- 
cherished dreams were realized. 

On a slight elevation by the s^a stood the town, 
with its innumerable houses mingled in a confu- 
sion of colours and forms. Slender minarets, the 
sign-posts of Mahometanism, lifted their peculiarly 
graceful architecture by the side of the cupolas 
of the mosques. Eich forests of cypresses on the 
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height oversliadow the graves of the Turks in 
quiet majestic solemnity. Upon the highest point, 
as on a terrace, were the ruins of a strong fortress, 
which is ascribed to Alexander the Great in this 
country, so rich in historical recollections. In the 
background rose the mountain-range, with its 
thousandfold varied outlines, enclosing the clear 
gulf like a half-moon, and forming on its shores 
the greenest declivities and valleys, from whence 
peeped forth a few solitary settlements. 

The most beautiful of the valleys led the brave 
hero Eichard Cceur de Lion in olden days to fame. 
Its name is Cordelion. On the other shore one of 
the Turkish fortresses was to be seen on a small 
promontory ; and above all this magnificence rises 
the blue cloudless azure. Each minaret, each 
cypress, each beautifully-arched cupola, each bril- 
liantly-coloured house, was a revelation for us and 
excited our curiosity. We accounted ourselves 
blessed when at length the boat was let down the 
side of the ship, and we rose over the waves by 
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powerful strokes with tlie oar, and approached the 
magic coast. 

The expression of the spiritual, the embodiment 
of high ideas, is the first thing .a traveller should 
seek in a strange place. In this frame of mind the 
solemn minaret and the mosque were our first 
points in the wonderful Asiatic land. 

Dazzled and confused by the multitude of delights, 
we passed through the streets and bazaars to a 
raised square in the outskirts, where stands the 
Mosque of Kiltgezagi. In front of the entrance- 
steps to the raised terrace, formerly the foundation 
of the building, is a well, surrounded by trees, 
which gives to the whole an impression of fresh- 
.ness and life. It is a pretty thought that at the 
steps of the house of God should be off'ered that 
rare refreshment in the Eastern climate, trees and 
water. 

The mosque, consisting of one great arched 
cupola, stands in the raised place, surrounded by 
a stone parapet. To the right -rises the slender 
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mmaret, in the interior of which a small dark 
staircase leads to a gallery running out in a point 
to the end. From this, five times a day, the 
"muezzin calls to prayer. The minaret, as well 
as the mosque, appears to be built of a grey 
sandstone. Before the three entrances stretch a 
flight of stairs, which lead, now, to a terrace that 
serves as a place for the preparatory prayer 
breathed by the Mahometans before entering 
the mosque. Over the centre door rises a little 
tower, with a low balcony, from whence the Iman 
intones his prayers. 

The Consul excused our taking off our shoes 
at the entrance, thus permitting us to commit 
sacrilege, according to Mahometan ideas. Full 
of expectation, we entered the consecrated part of 
the building, and were reminded every moment of 
the " periwig " style of churches. Eows of columns 
divide the place into three parts ; above the centre 
and largest of these rises the cupola. The walls 
^and the columns are adorned with gold and coloured 
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ornaments, but the grounding is white. In several 
portions of the building texts from the Koran are 
painted. In the middle of the wall, opposite the 
door, is the place where the superior Iman, the 
shepherd of Turkish souls, offers up the principal 
prayers. The wall behind this is covered, with 
great profuseness, with gold decorations; and the 
ground is spread here, as elsewhere, with rich 
carpets. The rest of the marble flooring is fur- 
nished with reed-matting, an arrangement which 
was very advantageous for the Christian knees 
and feet. 

In the place where in our churches the altar 
generally stands hung three pictures; the centre 
piece represented the Grave of the Prophet. To 
the right we saw Medina, and to the left Mecca, 
with its minarets and cupolas. These pictures are 
drawn in a peculiar, and not wholly unsuccessful, 
aerial perspective. The material appears to be a 
kind of water, or body colour.: These sketches 
of the Mahometan holy places are the only pic- 
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tures ever painted by Turks, for the believers 
of the true faith are forbidden to represent any- 
thing else, according to the strict commands of 
"the Koran. This may have been one of the reasons 
why, in Europe, we have remained so long in the 
dark regarding the customs and usages of the 
domestic life of the Turks, because the Mahometan 
Colossus preserved itself from foreign influences by 
forbidding the possession of portraits, or of reli- 
gious or genre pictures. These commands and pro- 
-hibitions of the wise Prophet, add his expositions 
or doctrines, united in dividing, as with a wall 
built of a thousand stones, the unbelievers from 
the members of his flock. 

But a change is dawning even in these dis- 
tricts. The idea of religious obedience is con- 
sidered a laughable annoyance, which must be 
opposed. They begin to pull out the smaller stones 
from the well-cemented wall, and forget that the 
larger must fall out also, as a necessary conse- 
quence. Under the title of abuses, they begin to 
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put aside everytMng not absolutely and imme- 
diately necessary, until the props requisite for the 
support of the whole are taken away, and the en- 
tire structure is overthrown, with fuU consciousness 
of what is being done on the part of some, and to 
the astonishment of others of the innoTators. 

To the right of this place, adorned with pic- 
tures, a small flight of steps leads into a little 
tower, supported by four pillars. The entrance 
to this small, elegantly-built guard-house is closed 
by a red hanging curtain. A roof, running into a 
point, rises high above the principal wall, and 
bears, at its outer end, for a protection to the Little 
building, the Crescent,' that once formidable sym- 
bol of the Mahometans, which mowed down 
mercilessly both races and people like a sickle. 
In this richly-ornamented lofty little house, it is 
the duty of the Iman to pray for the wehPare of 
the Sultan. This custom is very suitable in an 
absolute monarchy, where the phief is also head 
of the Church ; for, naturally, it must make a great 
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impression on the people to know that their ruler 
has a place of his own, separated from all others ; 
and it is only the priest who is able to climb, 
as on a Jacob's ladder, into these exalted regions, 
from whence, as from the clouds, he allows the 
people to hear his prayer for the successor of 
Mahomet. 

Opposite this little tower, on the left side of 
the wall, is a rich white and gold ornamented 
pulpit. Here the Mahometan book of books, or 
rather the only book known to them, is read. 
All these details of the mosque have great simi- 
larity with those of our Church. The richly- 
adorned little building reminds one of the pyx. 
The pulpit is just like ours, even in form and 
ornaments; and our choir we recognize over the 
entrance gate ; only, instead of the organ, there 
is a large grated division, where the Sultan attends 
the service. As we mounted the choir we natu- 
rally found that this partition was locked. In 
this arrangement a proof of good judgment is ob- 
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servable; the pious people im.agme their ruler 
present, though, his person is hidden from then- 
inquiring gaze, which excites their curiosity, and 
nourishes a mysterious worship ia the multitude. 

The great number of lamps is worthy of notice. 
Ostrich eggs and stags' antlers hang about the 
mosque, and preserve the real motley Oriental 
charm. The question naturally arises, what ostrich 
eggs and stags' antlers have to do in the house of 
God. "We put this question, and learned another 
piece of Mahometan superstition — the faithful hang 
these objects in their mosque to hinder the inju- 
rious praise of the unbeliever doing them any hurt. 
Thus, when a Christian enters the mosque, and 
praises the beauty of the building, or the magni- 
ficence of the interior, his admiring wandering 
gaze must fall on these appendages, and the mis- 
fortune which might result from- his admiration is 
averted. This belief, strange as ;it may seem, does 
not harm the general effect made on the spectator. 

The impression made by the mosque, with its 
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rows of pillars and its cupolas, is exalting, peace- 
ful, and grand. Nothing repulsive meets the eye 
of a Christian : no overladen ostentation, no marked 
plainness puts the visitor into a bad humour. Only 
one treasure is missed by the Christian — it is the 
altar. This comforting place for an oppressed soul 
is wanting in the temple of the Mahometans, and 
it is this "want which renders the service cold and 
uninteresting to us. The unity is wanting — the 
Sacrifice including every prayer. Prom this arises 
an emptiness in the house of God. The thought 
is forced upon one that one could pray equally well 
at home — that no synagogue, no mosque, no church 
is necessary. It is the Jew who feels this most 
strongly. His temple is destroyed, his altar broken, 
the pearl of his religion robbed, and, being able 
only to sacrifice in Zion, he feels a helpless yearn- 
ing after the former happiness of the Patriarchs. 

It was given to us, the disciples of the Messiah, 
to find, in the most magnificent cathedral, as in the 
smallest chapel, something higher than ever was 
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present in tlie wonderful building of Solomon. 
Therefore we search sadly in the churches of dif- 
ferent believers for the honoured place, to which 
the eyes of the praying multitude .are turned during 
the holy office. 

Though it was Friday — the Turkish Sunday — 
there was no service going on in the mosque : it 
was too early an hour, and no worshipper had 
arrived. A kind of Iman took us round. He wore 
a turban, a striped silken caftan with a sash, and 
an overcoat. To this dress was kdded an indolent 
face, with a yellow skin, and a long beard, forming 
quite a characteristic picture. 

As we left the mosque to ascend the minaret we 
saw a Turk, deep in prayer, lying on the terrace 
appointed for preparatory prayer. He knelt on a 
carpet, which it was the custom for all to bring. 
His di-ess consisted of a crimson draped caftan 
and a snow-white turban. His shoes he had taken 
off and laid near him ; in his hands he twisted the 
Oriental rauch-lovcd string of round beads. From 
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his brown visage, over Hs breast, bung a snow- 
white beard; his eyes were cast clown in deep 
prayer; his features were serene and contemplative. 
It was a striking picture. Only from time to time 
he gazed painfully and anxiously about, and, dis- 
turbed perhaps by our loud conversation, his dark 
fanatical eyes rested for a moment upon us. As 
he observed the curiosity and the contempt of the 
unbelievers, he burst forth into a heartrending 
cry, and sang liis devotions softly, whining sadly. 
It was not the expression of cold ironical reproach 
against the curious Christians, but rather the pitiful 
regret, a quiet lament over the sacrilege which it 
probably appeared to him we had committed. 

Filled with emotion, pity, and esteem for this 
pious worshipper, we left the place, and ascended 
the little dark stone stairs which led to the mina- 
ret. We did not mount up the whole way, but left 
the minaret and its mysterious stairs by a little 
exit, in order to visit the side roofs of the mosque. 
From this point we could see Smyrna beautifully — 
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the proud princess of the East. The, beauties of 
nature were greater than the beauty of the build- 
ings raised by the hand of man. Far away ex- 
tended the exquisite plains of silvery blue, and 
majestically the crowned head rested, with its 
coloured star-like adornments, upon the green 
pillow. In the middle of the sea of houses the 
little place at our feet was distinguished as par- 
ticularly bustUng and lively, it being the outlet 
between the bazaar, streets, and the mosque. 

The place was filled with men of different cos- 
tumes and complexions, staring at the unbelieving 
guests, in whose honour the Pasha had ordered 
troops before the mosque. As we looked with 
interest at the crowd at our feet, we suddenly 
heard a curious ringing of bejls. We awaited 
what should happen. Suddenly the crowd sepa- 
rated, and we saw a brown mass, move in solemn 
uniform step. It was a procession of a peculiar 
nature — a procession of the Thousand and One 
Nights — a picture, or rather a succession of pic- 
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tures, like those painted by Horace Vernet — a 
vision. wHch tlie most glowing fancy could not 
paint, or the most flowing pen describe ; for such 
things as we saw are only to be found in the East, 
in the fields of Asia, in the rich, bustling bazaars of 
Smyrna, Damascus, and Bagdad — only where the 
sword of Mahomet governs, wherelthe palms blossom, 
and the Crescent glitters through the wilderness. 
It consisted of camels, richly laden with mercLan- 
dise and fruit. They appeared to us as heralds, or 
representatives, from the ancient world. 

This animal, which carries the family of the 
needy Arab across the sandy deserts like a ship, 
which gives him milk for his simple meal, which 
^serves him as a protecting wall against the simoom, 
and, in extreme need, falls as a victim in order to 
unlock to his master the hidden cellar — does not 
the stranger ask wonderingly why this animal, one 
of the most useful which God created, should be so 
ugly, so alarmingly hideous? The answer must 
suffice, that the really useful and competent in this 
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"world often appear in a low and rough exterior. 
Everything is peculiar in this animal. Staggering, 
but not without dignity, the soft spongy foot steps 
upon the hot ground ; the serpent-like head 
stretches far out on the lean neck ; the heavily- 
laden hump rises in a high arch, like a barren 
shapeless mountain, ^ow passive, now furious, is 
the wise eye. The hide is as thick as brawn, yet 
the whole misshapen body is colourless. In a little 
while these sons of the desert had disappeared in 
the streets. 

We returned to the minaret, after we had gone 
over the roof and seen the interior of the cupola, 
by a gallery which runs around it, and has so low 
an edge that any one who suffers from giddiness 
should refrain from inspecting the mosque from a 
bird's-eye view. When we quitted the building, 
our praying Turk had vanished from the outer 
court ; probably he had already entered the mosque. 
We left the terraced heights, and mixed in the 
varied life of the bazaar. 



213 



CHAPTER YI. 

A VISIT TO THE SLAVE-MAKKET OF SMYRNA. 

We had wandered for some time hither and thither 
in the busy, cheerful bazaar, when I turned to my 
dragoman, with the question, "Where is the Slave 
Market ?" He was confused, an<i answered that it 
existed no longer in Smyrna. As I had heard the 
contrary, I was naturally not satisfied with this 
answer, and bent my steps to the office of our 
Consul, who told me that the Turks pretend 
to the Christians that it no longer exists, feel- 
ing a kind of shame at this barbarous sale of 
human beings. I thought to myself, however, 
that we would not, out of consideration for the 
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Mussulman, forbear to visit so interesting a spot, 
and stood firm to my wish. One of the officers 
of the Consulate then gave us la sign to enter a 
certain gate ; we understood him, and followed 
in his steps. Under the cover of an archway, 
which went under the house, were the slave-dealers, 
in rich Turkish dress. They were smoking their 
pipes and narghilds, leaning against the wall, with 
a cold, almost idiotic, expressicOi. By their side 
stood a few male slaves, covered by white liuen 
cloths and brown-stuff rags. 

These black men withdrew themselves from our 
curious gaze with mute quietness. Their features 
are repulsive, their figures lean and feeble, yet 
their bearing, like that of all Southerners, is easy, 
and almost noble. From the gate we now entered 
the minor court. Here a picture of the most dis- 
tressing misery and sorrow lay before us. 

Upon the miry, dusty ground lay groups of 
half-naked, dark-coloured negro women. They 
wore placed by fives and sixes on reed-mats, in 
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various artistic attitudes. Their scanty clothing 
consisted of bluish-green coverlets, in which they 
hid their lean bodies as well as they could. Seve- 
ral of them had bound up their woolly hair in 
cloths. All was dark and darker in this horrible 
place. The complexions of the men, their dresses, 
the ground, the scanty plants covering the neigh- 
bouring ruinous huts, everything had an air of 
horror. 

A few of the women laughed, with a grinning 
stupid expression, and made comical movements 
with their long hard hands ; it seemed that our ap- 
pearance had a ridiculous effect upon them. A few, 
however, stared with a vacant gaze ; they appeared 
bodies without souls. Others stood by the fallen 
doors of their dwellings, which would in Europe 
be considered too bad for stables. One of the 
women, owing to the long walk in the heat, had 
elephantiasis in her feet. This poor creattire pined 
there helplessly ; the sight of her made me nearly 
sick with compassion and disgust. In the centre 
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of the place stood a -vrithered tree, on whose 
branches hung a grey cage, containing three grey 
parrots, which a Turkish boy offered for sale at 
twenty-three francs each. Thus men and beasts 
are bought in the same place by their fellow-men, — • 
a lowering thought. Many philanthropic, whining 
Christians, who praise and hear praised daily the 
maxim of love to your neighbour, buy these 
feathered beasts with uncounted gold, whilst their 
fellow-men are sold for much less. It would be 
a false idea, however, were it to be thought that 
these men would be made happy by freedom. There 
is more to be considered in this than people usually 
do. In their native country these men live in a 
wild, animal condition, and it is only owing to 
the deep degradation in which they are plunged 
that it is possible to catch and sell them. "We 
may try to bring help into the, heart of Africa 
by means of missions and civilization, but man 
will so seldom go to the bottom of an evil, and 
contents himself with the mere -momentary appa- 
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rent remedy ! Truly miserable are these men from 
the moment in which they become the property 
of the Mussulman. They are diiven naked, like 
a herd of cattle, from their native country to 
Smyrna; it is only in the market-place that they 
are given these blue-grey cloths. Their nourishment 
is a kind of dark bread. These "betes f^roces," 
as the Christian dragoman called them, cost, as 
children, if thoy are tractable, a hundred to a 
hundred and fifty francs ; but if they are stubborn, 
only forty or fifty francs. One of the Moorish 
boys, who. appeared better cared for, and in Turkish 
costume, spat on us as we approached nearer to 
look at him, with an expression of the bitterest 
anger. 

White slaves are very rarely brought into this 
markett "We only saw one clear-complexioned 
very beautiful woman amongst these dark ap- 
paritions ; she was dressed in a rich peculiar 
costume, and carried round eatables. Some as- 
serted she was a Jewish overlooker of the slaves ; 
others said she was a Circassian ofi'ered for sale. 
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Her features were noble; beautifully -arched eye- 
brows, long almond-sbaped eyes, with a melan- 
cboly expression, a straight Eastern nose, and a 
tender oblong mouth; her complexion was pale, 
and somewhat bronzed; her figure graceful, and 
well formed; her brown hair was covered by a 
golden net, to which a fine veil was attached, 
hanging in fairy-like folds around her ; her bodice 
and skirts were of a varied Oriental stuff; and 
thus she was the only spot of light amidst this 
sea of grey colour, 

I heard it said that the slaves had a tolerably 
happy life after they were purchased. They are 
treated like servants, and the old patriarchal rela- 
tions are extended to them. This gave me a little 
comfort and peace at my departure from this place 
of horrors. 

I afterwards saw some Moorish women in the 
bazaars, accompanying the veiled mistresses with 
really cheerful round faces, Eearful misery is 
in the original condition of thesg men, and it is 
only civilization which can help them. 
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CHAPTER YII. 

THE BAZAAR OF SMYR]|fA. 

"Who has not road tlie 'Arabian Niglits' ? Who 
has not dreamed of Tjirkish luxury, Oriental abun- 
dance and magnificence, and the, lean fanciful 
figures of the treasure-bearing camels ! Who has 
not heard of the useful domestic friend of the 
East, the industrious donkey ? All these the 
reader will find united in the streets of Smyrna ; 
they are covered in with wood arid cloth hang- 
ings, which the Moslems call bazaarS. 

When I found myself for the first time in these 
long high coyered streets, I fancied I was dream- 
ing. AH moved in motley colours, and with the 
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most confused cries, one after another. Eyes, ears, 
and noses are all at once put into requisition, and 
it takes a long time till one begins to find oneself 
comfortable, and even then the forms are so con- 
fused one with the other that it is extraordinarily 
difficult to describe the impressioii it made on me. 

The bazaar lies between the Turkish and French 
town. It takes up a great deal of space, and its 
streets cross each other in every direction. In the 
middle, upon a small square, are several mosques, 
groups of trees, marble fountains, and public baths, 
which, together with the innumerable booths, form 
a picturesque and a pleasant variety. 

The reason that these pubKc buildings are to 
be found in the very centre of the bazaar is, 
because this latter unites the life of the whole 
town and of the country ; the streets of a Turkish 
town are as empty as these places are overflowing. 
AH business is conducted here. The messengers 
from distant regions are the camels, which, with 
the ever-tinkling bells round their necks, are gene- 
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rally tied one after another in strings of about 
five together, and are driven heavily-laden through 
the town. 

In order to clear the space necessary for them 
amidst the crowd, the drivers utter loud cries, and 
ride on in front of the caravan on donkeys, dressed 
in the costume of the country, and smoking their 
chibouques. One is often obliged to fly before such 
processions into a booth to make way. The greater 
number of the booths are in a wooden house, and 
open one into the other; and above this steps on 
each side lead up to the roof. The timbers are 
visible everywhere, and are of their natural colour. 
Towards the streets are great broad openings, as in 
the booths of our yearly fairs, only on a much 
larger scale. 

On one side was a long wooden counter, upon 
which the Mahometan, surrounded by his goods, 
generally sits cross-legged, smoking his narghile, 
and sipping coffee out of a smair saucer. 

The noble symmetrical heads of these Turks are 
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covered by the gracefully-twisted turban. Prom 
their chins the long beard falls over open fur- 
trimmed caftans. Their legs, down to the knee, 
are clothed in ample white trousers, and below this 
the rich wear white stockings ; the poor, however, 
leave this part bare. Black shoes, or yellow slippers, 
turned up at the toe, complete the costume. The 
-impression made by a Mahometan, either rich or 
poor, is very striking. 

The various wares hang on wooden poles at the 
entrance of the booths in motley confusion. The 
prettiest are those where Turkish stuffs, carpets, 
and dresses are sold. We entered several of these, 
and diverted ourselves in watching the indolent 
repose of the Turks during the sale. They have a 
perfect confidence in the honour of the purchasers, 
whilst the Greek merchants, on the contrary, are 
extraordinarily bustling and loquacious, following 
every movement of the buyer with their dark 
cunning eyes. 

The carpets, of which we bought several, are 
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mostly from Persia, and are distinguislied by the 
brilliancy of the colouring and the beauty of their 
patterns. Their softness and warmth are well 
known. The materials for dresses and scarfs are 
prepared in a manufactory at Brussa ; they are 
yery pliant and fine. Their prices are extraor- 
dinarily low. At first we took fright at the great 
sums of piastres which the Turks asked for each 
article, but it was soon explained to us that ten 
of these piastres only make one florin of ordinary 
money. A particularly fine display of tasteful 
colouring is to be found in those embroidered 
materials intended to be made up into sKppers, 
caps, cushions, and purses. A fine yellow silk, crossed 
with gold threads, gives them a bright gloss, which 
contrasts well with black, red, or blue ground. 

Not till we had left the shops had we leisure 
to contemplate the crowds in the street. Turks, 
Greeks, Armenians, and Indians circulated around 
us. These latter were conspicuous for their in- 
telligent sly expression, which formed a great con- 
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trast to the good-natured Turks, particularly as 
both nations wear the same costuijie. The Turkish 
women appeared amongst them with their eyes, 
foreheads, and noses covered by the black veU, 
which, so they told me, became less transparent 
the older they grew. From their heads, round 
their chins, and over their bodies hung a white 
cloth ; beneath this, down to their ankles, appeared 
the pale blue trousers, finished off by yellow or 
violet slippers. The ladies are generally followed 
by black slaves, who are only covered by a thick 
white cloth, and leave their swollen-featured faces 
exposed to the gaze of "the men. 

One of the most remarkable sights of the town 
was the famous Turkish porters. These people 
have a kind of mattrcss-like cushion upon their 
backs and shoulders, upon which they carry bur- 
dens of five hundredweight. 'Sfe were told that 
one of them could carry a pianoforte in this fashion. 
Professor G. met one bearing a coinplete set of fur- 
niture for a house. Four of them together can 
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move the most fabulous weights on thick poles 
laid crossways. 

We frequently met Mahometans with green 
turbans, which look remarkably well. These de- 
scendants of the Prophet now sell figs and melons 
in the streets of Smyrna. Thus the great ones 
of the earth rise and fall. 

"We undertook to thoroughly explore the dif- 
ferent parts of the bazaar. The first quarter was 
that devoted to vegetables. Whole mountains of 
melons were heaped up in the stalls. Thousands 
of boxes filled with figs, which are kneaded by 
the thumbs of the Mussulmen, and then dispatched 
• for European palates ; stores of glorious sultana 
raisins ; broad cakes of honey and meal : all this 
attracts the eyes of the hungry, and brought many 
piastres to light. 

There is one peculiar class of restaurateurs, 
who keep two upright spits perpetually turning 
in their shops. On the one, pressed together, in 
the shape of a column, are glowing coals. On 

a 
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the other are fixed liimdreds of pieces of meat, 
and by these two moTeable coljimns the mutton 
is roasted for the Mahometans. 

Some of the stalls of the bazaar are devoted to 
jewellery, amongst which the most beautifully en- 
graved stones are to be found. I bought myself 
some of these, amongst others a taUsman, on 
which I had my own name engraved ia Turkish 
letters, by a Mahometan ia the neighbourhood 
of a mosque. These rich works of art are exposed 
in open air in the middle of the people. "We were 
pleased by a proof of Turkish bonesty at one of 
the jewellers' shops. Prince J", saw a silver ring 
with a green talisman in the glass case. The ' 
form of the trinket pleased him, and he wished 
to buy it, but the owner of the ring was not pre- 
sent. Some of the neighbours came up, broke 
open the case, and set a price on the ring. The 
prince thought it too high, they 'began to bargain, 
and the pm-chase was concluded without the pre- 
sence of the master. In the Viennese fruit-market 
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matters could not have been thus managed ; the 
police would immediately rush up, crying " Thieves ! 
robbers !" It is only in barbarous uncivilized na- 
tions that such things are possible. 

"We laughed much to find in the midst of this 
noise and bustle a school in one of the booths, in 
"which the schoolmaster offered his knowledge for 
sale. The Mahometan youth miist be steadier 
than ours to be able to attend to the serious work 
of the Koran, surrounded by so much distraction; 
but the. shouts which proceeded from these youths 
were something quite wonderful, being, perhaps, 
intended to drown the noises of the outer world. 

It is particularly charming when the eye sweeps 
through the bazaar, and its long covered gaily- 
hung rooms, to rest it at the end upon a little 
spot, overshadowed by trees, which is the central 
point of from four to five streets. 

Solitary rays of the sun, and blue peeps of the 
heavens, creep through these air-holes, and 
heighten the Oriental contrast of colours. Yet 

Q 2 
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the glance wanders curiously again beneath, the 
boarded roofs, and looks into the half-darkness 
of the openings, finding the prettiest eflPects of 
colour and changes of light and shade in these 
Southern regions. From the dress of the people to 
the clouds of the heavens everything is strong 
and brilliant; therefore the paiiiter finds it a dif- 
ficult, yet fruitful, field for his art. I have seen 
but few pictures in Europe which give the true 
feeliug of the East. The few, however, in which 
this is attained are often blamed as exaggerations. 

Erom the bazaar we passed into a small back 
street, to an encampment of camels. It was a very 
interesting sight to see from forfy to fifty of these 
animals in varied attitudes and groups, their 
yellow earthy colour scarcely distinguishable from 
the uneven ground on which they lay. The place 
was surrounded by ruinous, dirty houses. Many 
very young animals stepped proudly amongst the 
full-grown ones, and it was comical to see these 
little ones, scarcely four feet high, on their long 
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stilted legs, pressing closely against their great 
ungainly mothers. One of our guides fetched one 
of these young ones out of the pen, so that we 
could see it quite closely. It had a good-natured 
expression, and seemed quite indifferent to what 
was going on around it ; but its mother shot angry, 
disagreeable glances at us. The camels, of which 
there are about ten thousand in Smyrna and its 
suburbs, are brought from the Crimea, where they 
abound. The height of this animal is seven feet ; 
the length, from head to tail, may be about eight 
feet. The body is dust-colour, shows all its bones 
and muscles, and is covered by a thick skin, with 
very little hair. For riding, in the East, only 
dromedaries are used, but there are none of these 
in Smyrna. Camels are reserved for carrying 
burdens. Their huge humps are hidden by a 
covering, from which hang, to the right and left, 
baskets attached by strong straps. These beasts 
are fed on a dried mash, composed of spoiled flour 
and water. 
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When we expressed our admiration of tlie young 
camel to the dragoman of the Pasha, he assured us 
that his Highness Ali Pasha W;0uld be proud to 
give us such an one. Some of ojlr travellers liked 
the idea, and thought it would be very easy to 
transport the animal upon the steam-ship. The 
majority, however, were against it. 

After this episode we returned to the bazaar, to 
continue our various purchases of the productions 
of the country. We found continually new in- 
terest in the ever-changing pictures which oflfered 
themselves to the spectator. 
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CHAPTER yill. 

A TURKISH BATH. 

From the mosque, and tlie bustling confusion of 
the bazaar, we betook ourselves to the bath-house, 
which had been prepared for us. It is in the 
bazaar, and is built in the cupola form, with simple 
Turkish ornamentations. Before the entrance is 
a terrace, like that of the mosques. It was sur- 
rounded by a crowd of men in bright dresses, who 
were probably attracted by a company of Turkish 
soldiers keeping guard over the bath-house in our 
^honour. We entered, feeling somewhat embar- 
rassed, into this genuinely Oriental room. It stood 
immediately next to the bath-place, and is used as 
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a dressing-room. It was s-urmounted by a beauti- 
fully-arched cupola. Stone bencbes ran round tbe 
walls, wbicb are intended to be of use to tbe 
Mabometans in tbeir preparations for tbe batb. 
Above tbese, are crossed wooden poles, from wbicb 
curtains are bung if anybody wisbes for privacy. 
; Opposite to tbe entrance is a raised dais, intended 
for persons of bigb rank. Tbis was adorned to-day, 
for our use, with tbe most exquisite Oriental stuffs 
— gold-embroidered cushions, cashmeres, bgbt wool- 
len curtains, varied with tbe 'brightest colotu-s, 
whose grouping displayed the lively, graceful 
Turkish taste ; soft elastic carpets from Persia were 
spread out, to protect tbe bare feet from tbe marble. 
At the foot of tbe da'i's stood a basin, from which 
rose a fountain, divided into eleven jets, and threw 
the coolest, clearest water with a soft, gurgling 
noise over tbe marble. On tbe edge the most lovely 
Southern flowers bloomed. Ali Pasha bad sent 
them, as well as all tbe other luxurious arrange- 
ments. It was a real pictm-e of Turkish magni- 



A TURKISH BATH. 233 

ficence, a lovely pell-mell, whicli ytjt had a 
charming; inner harmony. The room was filled with 
the servants of Ali, who held the costly pipes and 
narghiles ready, and also by the ordinary bath 
servants. We were reminded of the descriptions 
in the 'Arabian Nights,' descriptions which are 
generally considered by us as overdrawn, but 
which, in reality, have more truth than fancy 
about them. They made us signs to get upon the 
divans and undress for the bath. I was much 
embarrassed at making my toilet coram publico, and 
had first to accustom myself to the situation. I 
therefore commenced by laying myself down on a 
divan and smoking the excellent tobacco of the 
Pasha out of a rich pipe. This smoking appa- 
ratus cost, so they told us, at least from one to 
three thousand florins. The mouthpiece is one 
great bit of amber set with diamonds. 

During this time our whole travelling company, 
who had remained making purchases in the bazaar, 
were assembled. Only Baron K,, my brother, and 
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myself had made up our minds to take the bath. 
The others were doubtful, and feared the heat 
which is necessary to ^this Oriental purification. 
All who did not take part in it went on the terrace 
in front of the house to smoke and drink sherbet. 
It is my principle in travelling to do everything 
according to the custom of the country, as one 
journeys to see and to learn. It seemed absurd to 
remain on the divan dressed, so I betook myself, 
=with my valet and bath assistant,^ into the first pre- 
paration chamber. I entered nervously, and was 
nearly stifled by a rush of hot damp air. To my 
relief, I found Baron E. already robed in his 
bathing costume. I undressed myself, and the 
^Mahometans in waiting threw around my loins a 
soft woollen cloth, and wrapped me in a white 
mantle of the same stuflf. My feet were placed 
in raised sandals, to protect them from the water 
streaming about the marble. I was then installed 
in a stone chair, furnished with cushions, and they 
offered me a pipe. 
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I had now an opportunity of examining the 
room ; it was of stone, and had the form of a long 
bnt not very broad parallelogram. Along the 
walls benches also extended for resting upon. The 
ground was covered with water half an inch deep, 
which, as the heat comes from below, gives great 
moisture to the air. I had scarcely begun to per- 
spire when the work of the bathing-men began. 
In this preparatory chamber they shampooed our 
bodies, in order to bring out a still stronger perspi- 
ration. There appeared to be some magnetic influ- 
ence in this. The exterior appearance of these men 
agrees with this conjecture. They are mostly 
■young men, with jet black eyes, which at first 
appear meaningless, but when lit up are full of 
enthusiasm and melancholy. This penetrating look 
they turn and fix immoveably upon the victim 
under their hands. Their complexions are clear, 
^but yellow and pale. Their life in the intense 
heat has deprived them of all youthful freshness. 
The shape of their countenance is, as with all Mus- 
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sulmen, long and angular. Around their finely- 
cut, generally closed mouths often played a sor- 
rowful mocking smile, which, was very probably 
caused by our unskilful European manner of pass- 
ing through these Turkish customs. Their figures 
were slender and wiry. Their hands are remark- 
ably developed, owing to the shampooing. Their 
hair, according to a Mahometan custom, was shaved 
quite short in the front. Their dress is very sim- 
ple ; like the bathers, they wear bluish-grey woollen 
cloths, with red stripes, round their loins ; the 
white mantle hangs from their shoulders; and on 
their heads they have white skull-caps. 

As the perspiration had reached its highest point 
whilst we lay smoking and drinking coffee, owing to 
the shampooing and intense beat, the servants put on 
our sandals, and supported us into the third and prin- 
t3ipal bath-room. Our European servants we left in 
the first chamber, as they were no -longer of any use 
to us. The poor creatm^es, Avhose clothing was not 
so light as ours, were nearly fainting from the heat. 
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The temperature of the third room was almost 
more than we could bear, but, haVing already come 
so far, we did not like to leave before our curiosity 
had been fully satisfied. We clattered bravely 
with our sandals over the damp ground. 

This chamber was also crowned by a large boldly- 
arched cupola. In the centre we found a round 
raised place on the floor. It was about two feet 
high, and served as a couch. At four points of the 
round wall, little bathing cabinets were placed. 
The walls of these form in the middle of the 
principal chamber a sharp angle, ending in a little 
arched entrance. These walls only serve as sepa- 
rations, for, like those of Spain, they are at the 
utmost nine feet high. The upper part is open 
towards the cupola. 

We were now taken separately into these cabi- 
nets in the interior. I found a wooden settle and 
two cocks for hot and cold water, which flowed into 
a marble basin. The stone walls were covered with 
thousands of black cockchafers, which, however. 
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Heaven be praised, flew away at the approach, of 
man. 

My bathing-man took off my mantle, after he 
had divested himself of his own, and I was obliged 
to stretch myself out on the settle, whilst he 
rubbed my limbs with a soft blue brush. "When 
he had gone on in this way for some time, he took 
a great bundle of aloe fibres, ,and warm water, 
and produced a mass of white fo&,m ; then, desiring 
me to shut my eyes, he dashed it repeatedly over 
me from head to foot, always jvashing away the 
.lather with hot water. During these operations 
he brought me, with an indolent air, some excellent 
lemonade sherbet, which was very refreshing amidst 
this fearful vapour. 

While this cleansing process was going on, the 
dragoman came frequently to the little cabinet to ask 
how we were, and to inquire if it was our wish that 
everything should be done exactly as it was with the 
Turks. I assured him as frequently that it was our 
wish, and let everything go on without murmuring. 
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When the bathing-man considered me fully cleansed 
he slung a white linen cloth, turban fashion, round 
my damp hair, made me understand by signs that 
I was to get up, threw the mantle over my 
shoulders, brought me the sandals, and led me 
into the first room of all, where the raised divan 
was surrounded, tent like, by the woollen curtains, 
to shelter us from the gaze of the curious. 

Charles and 1 stretched ourselves upon the well- 
stuffed cushions, let ourselves be covered with gold- 
embroidered cloths, and tried to cool down, after 
the unwonted perspiration. They brought us pipes, 
coffee, sherbet, and excellent water. The bathing- 
men knelt by us, shampooing and waiting on us. 
The whole thing was magnificent, and gave us a capi- 
tal idea of Eastern luxury. Meanwhile our remain- 
ing companions visited us and laughed at our Turkish 
appearance. As the perspiration would not cease, 
and we expected a visit from the Pasha on board 
our ship, we were obliged to dress, and leave the 
bath-house in this damp condition. I could not 
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say that the bath had had an agreeable effect upon 
me. The frightful heat makes one restless and 
exhausted. For lazy Mahometans, who can after- 
wards spend hours and hours iQ the "doloe far 
niente," smoking tobacco and sipping coffee in 
long draughts, it may be all very well. 
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CHAPTEE IX- 

A MORNING WITH THE PASHl OF SMYRNA. 

The Pasha had paid his visit to us in so friendly 
and pleasant a manner that we inquired, through 
our Consul, when we could make our return 
visit. The Pasha had invited us for this morn- 
ing, with the announcement that he intended to 
give us a dinner in the old Turkish style. Our 
pleasure can easily be imagined at being thus 
enabled to make our journey through the East in 
this original way, seeing one peculiar custom after 
another. 

At eleven o'clock in the morning we went to 
the Consulate and put on full uniform, which 

R 
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looked strangely ridiculous amongst the Eastern 
costumes and motley crowd in the streets. "We 
then betook ourselves to the bad neglected quay. 
Here the Pasha's boat awaited us. It was a long 
but narrow construction, made from the most beau- 
tiful carved wood, and was manned by twelve 
Turkish sailors, who had a very neat and sober 
appearance in their white shirts and red fez. 

The descent into the narrow vessel beneath the 
scarlet roof was rather difficult, encumbered as 
we were by our swords and spurs. A part of 
our company found no room in ;it, but for these a 
second boat was ready. We pushed off and flew 
over the foaming waves to the Turkish town, at 
the commencement of which are to be found palaces 
and barracks. The rowers move their long curved 
oars with extraordinary rapidity, and in as good 
time as if they had practised with a metronome. 
I heard that these people row on for whole days 
without resting, beneath this glowing heat, so 
that at last they suffer from a kind of feverish 
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ecstasy, and go almost out of tlieir mind, groaning 
with an nniforai dull noise. 

I sat in the boat upon an elegant red silk 
cushion, and, on account of the want of space, 
crossed my legs. This cannot look very picturesque 
in the European dress. We approached the land- 
ing-place in front of the palace. The gardens 
were prepared for our recepiion, and genuine 
Turkish music was heard as we advanced. "We 
stepped on shore. Beautiful Arab horses, belong- 
ing to the Pasha, were led uj) to us. They were 
covered with magnificent blue gold-and-silver- 
embroidered housings, and their bridles were ex- 
quisitely carved. We preferred, however, to go 
the short distance on foot. The guards surrounded 
us. A confused music proceeded from all possible 
instruments, and thus, amid a stream of people, we 
entered, with Oriental pomp, into the inner palace- 
room of Ali Pasha. 

A great number of armed servants, in the old 
Turkish costume, lined the way till we reached 

E 2 
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the Governor. They bore the most beautiful arms, 
chiefly of pure silver. The guards who accom- 
panied us, unhappily, no longer wore the old cos- 
tume, and looked very pitifnl in their new dress. 
The dirty coat hung so awkwardly, so colourlessly 
upon them, whilst the old costume had some- 
thing noble, historically interesting, agreeing with 
the lively colours of the land of the sun. 

The proverb ''Dress makes the man" shows it- 
self here as true, only in the contrary sense to the 
rest of Europe, for the common people keep to the 
old regulations in Smyrna, and still more in Con- 
stantinople, producing an imposing original im- 
pression, since this dress beconles the beard and 
figure of the Mussulmans, whilst the authorities 
and military look very mean in their modern garb. 
You involuntarily think, when you look at them, 
of the fall of the Turkish empire, for with such 
figures mingling feebly amongst the people the 
Sublime Porte loses its prestige, and the Christians 
of the Turkish kingdom will soon cease to tremble 
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at a Pasha or Bey who so unsuccessfully attempts 
to imitate European fashion, instead of his being 
considered as formerly "the Scourge of God." 
Thus the idea of the great Ottoman empire will 
be lost, as the German river Ehine loses itself in 
the sands. " Dress makes the man." 

The palace of Ali is built of wood, after the Turk- 
ish manner, as the Moslems, in accordance with the 
commands of the Koran, only look upon their houses 
as temporary places of rest, for it is their peculiar 
vocation to spread the Koran with fire and sword 
over the whole universe ; so it is only a truce, not 
a peace, that they have now concluded with the 
Christians. 

On the lowest step of the wooden staircase one 
of the principal officials, attended by a number 
of servants, received us. Next to the Pasha, he 
holds the highest rank in the state. He was a kind 
of police officer, and appeared to be a good-natured 
Mahometan spy, who would, however, not have 
been thought worthy to fill this office in Vienna. 
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Ali had good reason to know his political abili- 
ties, as lie spends Ids whole morning in friendly 
intercourse with him. The poor man was greatly 
afraid- of an unfavourable report to the ministry 
at Constantinople, who are not very well disposed 
towards the Pasha, because he belongs to the 
Turkish reaction. 

As we could not use the sign of "pigtail" to 
him, we will designate him a Mahometan " long- 
beard," for this is really the symbol of the old 
regiments. "We called this Oriental spy of the 
police shortly " Tour Turkish Excellence," because 
the Governor and the dragoman always gave him 
the title of " son Excellence." 'He smote repeat- 
edly upon his stomach, mouth, and forehead, as 
signs of the highest esteem. I do not know if he 
meant to express by these that his stomach was the 
most developed part, and that the brain was se- 
condary to that and to the mouth. I do not know ; 
but it is certain that the Pasha welcomed us with 
the same signs on the upper landing of the steps. 
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The countenance of the Pasha bore the impres- 
sion of good-nature. He is not very tall, but 
extraordinarily fat, and round his mouth played a 
kind of smile. His head is broad, his eyes are 
mild, and not without intelligence. A few brown 
locks peeped beneath his fez, which threatened 
every moment to slip off, and caused him to make 
comical movements with his hand. The Governor 
wore only a moderately-short beard, as an official 
of the modern times, for here it is considered as a 
sign of opposition to the Turkish reaction, with its 
dervish-like Jesuitical intrigues^ to shorten the 
beard, whilst with us, on the contrary, if you wish 
to become a minister, or at least a privy counsellor, 
you must manage it as did Fra Diavolo. With us 
the free " Ego," the liberal knowledge of modern 
times, shows itself by the greatest possible elonga- 
tion of the face, by means of the beard. Everywhere 
men subject themselves to self-in^posed fashions. 

The coat worn by the Pasha was of dark-blue 
cloth, with very rich gold embroidery ; his inex- 
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pressibles were of white cloth, with gold stripes. 
Eound his neck he had on the badge which belongs 
to him as brother-in-law of the Sultan. It con- 
sists of a string of diamonds, and two little tassels 
of the same, also the name of the Sultan in 
brilliants. His breast was adorngd with a Russian 
order of St. Andrew, which he received in the year 
1827, when he was sent as Ambassador to St. 
Petersburg, he having greatly distinguished him- 
self in the war, and been the only man of whom 
the Eussians were afraid. Eound his loins was 
girded a very magnificent sabre, in a sheath of 
"peau de chagrin," set with diamonds. 

In the first large lobby a still ^eater number of 
servants were collected. The Turks particularly 
pride themselves upon having a great number of 
slaves and servants. Ali led us, with signs of the 
greatest respect, into a drawing-room opening from 
the hall, whose long rows of windows offered a 
magnificent view of the sea, and admitted a re- 
viving brc'czo from this ever-beautiful clement. 
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The walls and ceiling of tlie chamber were painted 
a clear grey. Gold stripes ran round the cornice, 
with Oriental devices. Two sides were almost 
jentirely glass, the windows being only separated 
by thin rafters. A part of the town and the whole 
of the harbour were visible through these case- 
ments. By the window-sills stood divans, sofas, 
•=and easy-chairs. Between the two rounded cor- 
ners, near the entranoe-door, the wall is extra- 
ordinarily richly adorned with gold. In the centre 
.of it the Sultan's name is written in gold characters 
upon the blue ground. Beneath these, in the 
^wooden wainscot, are little drawers, in which they 
keep the most precious curiosities, souvenirs, and 
papers. This appears to be the family sanctuary, 
and, owing to a great square table which stands 
before it, resembles a chapel. Upon the ground 
are spread beautifully -worked mats. The rest of the 
furniture is brought by the Turks from Trieste and 
Yienna; in this room it was made of prettily-carved 
^walnut wood, and covered with black horsehair. 
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The Pasha oflfered my brother- and myself arm- 
chairs by the windows opposite the town, so that 
we could see into the room, and out towards the 
sea. Ali seated himself by our side. 

The remaining gentlemen, who had come in the 
first boat, scattered themselves on the divans. A 
conversation was then commenced between us and 
the Governor, by means of an interpreter, who 
translated into French. By All's questions we 
could perceive that he was not 'Without education, 
and his genuine Turkish flatteries were well chosen,- 
flowery, and almost witty. 

Soon after, the company of the second boat 
arrived. The gentlemen were introduced by the 
Austrian Consul-General to the Pgisha, who said to 
them, in a friendly manner, that he hoped they 
would all do their duty, and that the doctor alone 
would never have an opportunity of doing his. I 
could scarcely keep from laughing at the astonish- 
ment of my friends. The sleeky plain, ugly coats 
look so peculiarly ridiculous anjongst the Eastern 
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liixury, whilst tlie stout amiable house-couxt-and- 
state Eecorder of his Apostolic Majesty, whose 
features expressed a desire to laugh, opposite a 
Grovernor and Pasha of an Asiatic province of 
the Sublime Porte, formed quite a magnificent 
" tableau de genre." 

After these gentlemen were seated, a crowd of 
servants at a given sign streamed in, carrying 
extraordinarily beautiful chibouques, from seven to 
eight feet long, in lance fashion, on their arms. 
They measured the distance from us to the ground 
very adroitly with their sharp eyes, and placed 
the bowl of the pipe so cleverly on the floor that 
the mouthpiece reached exactly to our lips. This 
knack is considered as a mark of " bon ton " 
amongst the Turkish households. They then knelt 
down, laid rm.der each pipe a metal saucer, con- 
taining a few coals, and fanned the favourite weed 
into a smoky glow. All this is done with wonder- 
ful readiness ; it is only a pity that these servants 
wear the new livery. 
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"We recognized the pipe we had used in the hath. 
I was perfectly astounded at the numher. of these 
articles of luxury, showing to what a pitch it has 
come in Turkey. 

The Sultan once issued a proclamation against 
the great extravagance in pipes, as some of his 
Pashas had, in the full sense of the word, been 
ruined through these costly toys. For owe good 
AU there is nothing to fear, as he is very rich. 
His revenue as Governor of Smyrna alone brings 
him in not less than eighty thousand florins. 

During the conversation he suddenly called our 
dear Dr. F. to him, and through the interpreter 
begged him to feel his pulse, as it was an honour 
for him that he should perform the same ofiice 
on him that he practised every morning on us. 
The physician did as he was commanded, and 
assured his Highness that his pulse was remarkably 
strong and healthy, at which our friendly host 
broke out into a hearty laugh. He also inquired 
of the doctor if there had been any remedy dis- 
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covered for cholera, and did not appear pleased at 
being answered in the negative, for the terror of 
this complaint in the East is very great. 

The servants appeared once more, bringing coffee. 
This frequently-used drink is served up in small 
saucers, which are placed on egg-cup-shaped 
pedestals. Ordinarily these are of porcelain ; here 
they were of rose-coloured enamel, studded with 
diamonds. The coffee is very hot, and is drunk 
with the grounds, and without sugar. It is not so 
bad as might be supposed. 

"When the pipes were half smoked out, the 
servants carried them away, and re-appeared 
with them newly filled for use. Suddenly we 
heard a bell ring, and three stately, gaily-orna- 
mented camels appeared in the square before the 
palace, surrounded by picturesquely-dc'essed drivers. 
A spectacle of quite a new sort was to be shown 
us— a camel fight— a thing I had never so much 
as heard of in Europe. 

Towards the end of the year the males become 
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enraged, hunt each other, and bite and kick like the 
cocks in the combats in England. Unfortunately, 
the trial of this day did not succeed; only the 
strongest of these animals, when urged on by the 
driver, attempted to bite a weaker one, foaming 
several times at the mouth ; his opponent how- 
ever, only groaned pitifully and soon gave up his 
ground. 

Although this sport had not succeeded, the sight 
of these huge beasts had greatly interested us. 
Suddenly our host disappeared, for what reason is 
still unknown to us. Some time afterwards he 
returned very much out of brealth, and invited us 
to the table. He went before us, as appears to be 
the custom in the East, with a dignified air, into 
the lobby, where we were received by the ever- 
ready bows of his servants. From thence he led 
us through a small door, hung with thick curtains, 
into the dining-room. 

This room offered a charming picture of the fan- 
tastic, graceful land of the sue. The walls and 
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the ceiling were covered tent-like with elegant 
white moire silk, striped with red and bunches of 
flowers. On one side, as in the saloon, ran a 
long row of high windows, beneath which was 
placed a wide luxurious green divan. Wooden 
railings protected us from the gaze of the curious. 
Upon the ground lay reed mats, and above these 
rich carpets. 

In the middle of the rooms were two large 
plateaux of vermeil, upon tripods covered with rich 
stuffs. These formed the dining-tables, at which, 
according to Turkish fashions, only six or seven 
people sit down. The company therefore divided 
into two parties. We seated ourselves on some 
soft cushions, with our expectations regarding the 
comiag meal gi-eatly raised. Ali Pasha, Prince J., 
Baron K., the Consul-General, my brother, and I 
constituted the company at the first table. 

Each of the guests had in front of him a black- 
and-white spoon set with coral, a gold-embroidered 
towel of " baptiste," resembling a pocket-handker- 
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chief, a roll of fine white bread, -half of which was 
cut up in long parallelograms, and several elegantly 
chased saucers in "vermeil" an4 silver, in which 
were costly sultana raisins, sardines, caviare, cu- 
cumber, salad, and sour milk, water, and sweet 
melons. These last were so ripened by the Southern 
sun that they melted like sugar on the tongue. 

These various " hors d'ceuvres " we ate as we 
pleased during the meal. Not a bad arrangement, 
as in the Oriental dinners the sweet and the sour 
are handed alternately. 

The servants tied gold-embroidered napkins 
across our laps and shoulders, "which gave us a 
very ridiculous appearance. This is, however, 
very necessary, as liquids alone were eaten with 
a spoon; the rest we were obliged to tear with 
our hands. 

Scarcely had we seated outselves than the room 
filled with attendants, who amused themselves 
greatly at our expense, laughing at our astonish- 
ment and unskilful manners. On the middle of 
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the table they laid a small round leather cushion, 
upon which the dishes were placed one after the 
other. The number of these was more than twenty. 
They were all of white and blue porcelain. As it 
may be interesting to European " gourmets," I 
give the bill of fare. 

The first dish was some macaroni soup, which 
might have done honour to a French cook. Then 
followed some roast mutton, stuffed with rice, re- 
markable for its tenderness and excellence. The 
. soup we had eaten with spoons, but into this dish 
the Pasha thrust his soft thick hand, and gave us 
to understand we might follow his bold example. 
All threw themselves like wild beasts upon the 
roast, and soon the filaments were loosened, and 
brought to our mouths, with a good deal of want 
of skill. Out of particular politeness and courtesy, 
the Governor tore oif a soft bone and presented it 
to me with an amiable smile, exactly as if it had 
been a flower. 

"We were somewhat embarrassed to know where 

s 
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to put our remaining bones, but tbe Pasha helped 
us out of this difficulty by signing to us to let them 
drop on the gilt table. These " beaux restes " from 
the Oriental meal remained strewn, throughout 
the dinner, all over the table, offering a not very 
edifying spectacle to the eyes of the guests. 

After this little episode came a flat white dish 
of puff paste, called by the Turks " borek." Ali 
made use of a happy moment when we were not 
attending, and raised up the centre of the pie, 
whereupon, to our great astonishment, a goldfinch 
flew out. Our merry host laughed immioderately at 
this specimen of Turkish wit. It appears that 
these naive surprises are the highest degree of 
good taste in Smyrna, for the .Pasha told me I 
might relate this little anecdote to my relations in 
my next letter. 

By way of finishing this dish agreeably, he took 
a slice of the pastry, and rolled it into a sort of 
ball, which he threw gracefully into his widely- 
stretched mouth. 
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After this they brought us lemonade sherbet, 
in very elegant French or Saxon porcelain rococo 
cups. Bad as this drink is in the West, it is most 
refreshing and good in the East. The courses are 
changed with extraordinary rapidity, and the re- 
viying drink vanished only too soon. It was re- 
placed by baked fish, with little raisins. This 
mixture sounds nasty, but in reality it was not so 
bad as we thought it would be. Then followed a 
very, good pudding, called "kataif;" after that 
" patlitsha,'' a dish of meat with a " macedoine " of 
vegetables, of which the principal ingredient was a 
very highly -flavoured plant that grows in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

We helped ourselves to aU these dishes, which 
were in a half- soft condition, with the aid of the 
pieces of bread, laying them on our forefingers, and 
using them with the help of our thumbs. Many 
elegant European ladies and finely-educated 
dandies would shrink with horror at this natural 
method of taking up food. I only permit myself 

s 2 
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this remark : there is no very great difference in 
eating with, clean-washed fingers out of a great 
dish, in which, if the guests are skUful, their 
fingers need not come at all in contact with those 
of their neighbours, to a dinner amongst delicately - 
nurtured Europeans who eat 'W^ith forks, which 
have already been used by hundreds of people. 
It is all custom and fancy. 

The Governor told us that he had found it very 
difficult to eat with a fork when in St. Petersburg. 
The Turks laugh as much at the manners of the 
unbelievers as we at theirs. 

After the " patlitsha " they brought us good 
roast sea-fish, then some fried rice balls, which 
the Turks find means of squeezing whole into their 
mouths with their flat hands. Next came rice, 
with apples of paradise ; after that *" halliva," a kind 
of jelly ; then a very sweet and good dish of 
honey, then again "bombar," i.e. sausages filled 
with rice. This last was, perhaps, the nicest of all 
the dishes. 
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The Pasha, by encouraging words, obliged us to 
partake of everything. Once, when Prince J., quite 
out of breath, wished to stop, Ali immediately as- 
sured him that a soldier must eat more than other 
people. A transparent sea-colour dish of sweetmeat, 
called lokma, was the next in order. It was almost 
nauseous from its great sweetness. Tank-goksi, 
a white panada, made out of finely -minced chickens' 
breasts and almonds, came next. I thought this 
dish horrible, but some of the guests praised it 
extremely. A turkey followed. 

When one of the meats was brought up, Ali 
signed to the servant to put his hands in the dish 
and tear it up, so that it might be more easily 
helped by the guests. A very short and practical 
manner of dealing ! 

Now came macaroni-cheese, quite in the Eu- 
ropean way ; then followed an excellent " cotnpot " 
of peaches; then kabak dolma, a preparation of 
stuffed gourds, a dish European epiciu-es would 
have taken to very readily if it had not come 
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immediately after the sweet compot The con- 
clusion of the rich and varied meal was the pilau, 
a great pile of rice, strewn with little currants. 
After this succession of dishes had all disappeared, 
" urchas," a swimming compot, was handed round in 
elegant glass cups. This somewhat strong, but 
not very pleasant drink, supplies the place of wine 
with the Mahometans. During the dinner it had 
only twice fallen to my lot to obtain some good 
fresh water. 

The mealj, so interesting a spectacle for travel- 
lers, was now ended. "We seated ourselves by the 
window-sills on the green divan, and they brought 
us soap and water in beautiful cans and basins of 
vermeil, in order that we might 'perform the very 
necessary washings of our hands. Dui-ing these 
ablutions the Pasha, who also washed his face, 
appeared to murmur a prayer. After this cere- 
mony was accomplished, Ali led us back into the 
grey drawing-room, and our tobacco-pipes were 
again brought to us. 
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We were now diverted by an Egyptian-Moorish 
dance, which the Pasha caused to be executed on 
-the same place where the camel-flght had failed. 
The negroes played themselves a Monotonous music 
with drums and " cincUi." The dance was pecu- 
liar, graceful, and warlike. The negroes hit each 
other with sticks, and made springs like wild 
tigers. 

A national dance is always interesting, as it 
expresses the character of the nation. The taran- 
tella is full of wild enthusiasm ; the bolero, noble 
■.and fiery; the mazourka, light and graceful; whilst 
in this dance we saw the savage warlike tribes 
who dance round the corpses of the enemy, or of 
the vanquished lion. 

When we had contemplated this spectacle for 
some time, the Pasha asked us if we should now 
like to see the barracks and the troops; we ac- 
cepted this offer gladly. Before taking leave we 
went to the cabinet in the wainscot, beneath the 
name of the Sultan. It was filled with champagne. 
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figs, grapes, and costly sultanas. I seized a glass 
of the sparkling French wine, and asked the Pasha 
if we might drink his health in the European 
fashion. He responded to our tofest, proposing that 
of our monarch. The name of the Emperor he 
lisped in the Turkish custom, with only a few 
whispered words. He then drank our healths, and 
we the Sultan's. 

I saw on this occasion that the Turks, in spite 
of the Koran, do not refrain from a glass of spark- 
ling champagne. They aUege, i|i excuse for this, 
that this wine was discovered after Mahomet's 
death. 

We bade farewell to our hearty, friendly host, 
to whom we had taken quite a fancy during our 
short visit, and were shown out with the same 
ceremonies with which we had been received. 

We betook ourselves to the barracks. These 
consisted in a very roomy two-storied building, 
with a centre and two side wings. Towards the 
fourth side it is open, and a railing encloses the 
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whole court. It stands immediately on the edge 
of the sea, so that the air in the beautiful rooms, 
with their many windows, is always healthy and 
fresh. 

The General in command of the building is at 
the head of two regiments. Only one regiment, 
however, was then in the barracks, the other being 
on march. Each regiment had two colonels, four 
lieutenant-colonels, twelve majors, and four-and- 
twenty lieutenants. The regiment is divided into 
four battalions, the battalion into two companies. 

The G-eneral, who bears the title of "military 
^ governor," received us beneath the gate of the dark- 
red-coloured building. We visited the rooms on 
the first floor. The passages are extraordinarily 
ligh, wide, and airy, and remarkably clean. The 
rooms are large and comfortable. Forty to sixty 
men are in each storey. Each man has a thin 
palliasse, a little pillow, and a blanket, all of a dark 
colour. The whole bed can be packed into his 
knapsack. The soldiers lie close to each other on 
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the ground. Their dress consists of a low red fez, 
a blue jacket, and white Hnen trousers. They 
wear black shoes when they ga outside the bar- 
racks, but indoors they go barefooted, which is 
very conducive to cleanliness. Their straps are of 
white leather ; their pouches tolerably large. Their 
firearms are long, the stocks brown; their knap- 
sacks are narrow and high, and are covered with 
brown leather. 

I could not sufficiently express my admiration 
to the Governor, and assured him that, even in 
Europe, the cleanliness of his military building 
might be useful as an example, a compliment which 
appeared to flatter the commandant considerably. 

We were now led iato a kind of balcony, con- 
taining a reception-room, in the middle of the 
centre wing on the first floor. From here they 
begged us to watch some of the movements of the 
regiment. We assured the gentleman, however, 
that, instead of reclining upon the soft cushions 
of the divan, wc would prefer g'oiug to the coiu't 
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in order to admire the troops more closely. This 
attention pleased the Turks extremely, and I heard 
of it later, in a letter from Constantinople. They 
are not accustomed to such close inspection from 
the Sultan. A magnificent chamber is therefore 
arranged on the second floor for his Ottoman 
Majesty in every barrack. From thence he can 
contemplate the believing children of Mahomet, 
:as out of a cloud ; that is to say, his body alone 
js seen assisting at these warlike spectacles, for 
the dull spirit of the young prince does not take 
pleasure in such matters. He prefers giving him- 
self up to the enjoyment of his pipe, and cares 
more for his army of seven himdred wives than for 
the defenders of his country. Thus, although the 
interpreter said to me, with a good deal of intel- 
ligence, " Cette chambre est reservee pour le grand 
Sultan, puisque les soldats sont ses enfants, et le 
•pere doit tou.jours loger parmi ses enfants," this 
would have sounded more prettily if it had not been 
-a mere form of speech. 
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The regiment was drawn out in the great court. 
All the officers were on foot : I belieTe the general 
alone possessed a horse. The four battalions 
formed in line, and began a short exercise in 
firing. At first each battalion shot by turns, 
during which the first row knelt down in the old 
fashion, so that three lines could fire at once ; then 
followed a charge from the whole front, a running 
fire, and the formation of an entire square. The 
firing was very good, the discharge was like one 
shot, and the re-loading marvellously quick. The 
remaining movements were not so well executed. 
They are still made in the old-fashioned style. The 
filing off was particularly bad ; it was directed by 
a tall black negro lieutenant. 

Meanwhile the band played in a very wild and 
strange manner. Once it attempted something 
from Flotow's ' Martha,' but it came utterly to 
grief. The Turkish word of .command, in the 
native tongue, sounds very loud and imposing, and 
is obeyed by the troops very quickly. 
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Tlie characteristic type of a people is never 
better seen than in a division of an army. Where 
all are clothed alike, and all are of the same height, 
the similarity of features becomes remarkably evi- 
dent. The Turkish type consists in a rather short 
retreating forehead, in marked beautifally-arched 
eyebrows, in sharp oval eyes, a long and slightly- 
curving nose, an indolent mouth, with thick under- 
lips, and a long oval chin. Their complexion is of 
an olive tint. The troops only wear moustaches, 
the full beard, as I said before, having been pro- 
hibited as being associated too forcibly with the 
tyranny of the Janissaries. 

After the filing off of the troops, we expressed 
our admiration and thanks to the General, and left 
the barracks. It appears that the Turks know 
how to make a good use of the experiences they 
gained in the revolution, as the palace of the 
Governor is close to the barracks. If the Turkish 
monarchy is weak and rotten at the core, the weak- 
ness is not caused by the revolution. The downfall of 
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an ancient colossus, wHcli once lias had a migMy 
part, is not so deplorable as the fearful weakness 
of the European Christian states, -who, hating revo- 
lutions, would gladly put an end to them, but, 
with a childish weakness, shrink from the means, 
and only venture to give them sly underhand stabs 
in the dark. 

It is religion which keeps this kingdom together. 
If Mahomet is once buried, his Crescent wiU no 
longer illumine the richest and most beautiful 
countries of the earth. If Turkey is to be subju- 
gated, her religion must be uprooted. If European 
nations are to be overthrown, the Cross must be 
destroyed. 

During the morning the sea had been rather 
rough. It was therefore proposed that we should 
go back to the Consulate through the town, on the 
horses the Pasha had sent for iis. We did not 
accept the offer, because we did not like the idea of 
becoming a spectacle for all Smyrna on these mag- 
nificently-caparisoned chargers. Another mode of 
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returning would have been to go on foot along the 
uneven pavements, through the glowing heat, and 
in full uniform ! I, however, who love the rough 
sea and toss gladly on the mighty waves, decided 
to make my way back in the boat of Ali. I pro- 
mised myself great enjoyment from this delightful 
passage through the magic harbour of Smyrna. 
My example was followed by my brother. Count 
G., the Consul-General, and the dragoman. The 
others did not appear to relish the idea of the heav- 
ing and sinking waves; they preferred creeping 
back wearisomely on foot. 

We pushed off briskly from the shore, and I 
rejoiced at my choice. We sailed quickly in the cool 
sea-breeze, past mountains and valleys, watching 
the cheerful scenes in the harbour. The red awn- 
ing protected us from the hot rays of the sun, and 
we could contemplate the noble panorama of the 
town at our leisure. 

We had been resting some time on the sofas in 
the Consulate, lost in happy recollections of our 
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merry and eventful morning, before our friends 
came in, panting and half dead from fatigue and 
heat. We pitied them for thei?' long tiring walk 
over the uneven pavements, particularly after the 
copious meal they had partaken of. Secretly I 
laughed in my sleeve, and thought the dancing 
waves were preferable to the rugged road. 



CHAPTEE X. 



A TEIP TO BURNABA. 



Smyrna, 20tli September, 1850. 
It was one of the beautiful clear days of the 

South ; the sky was bright blue ; the air warm, yet 

not oppressive. All these circumstances tempted 

us to accept the offer of the Pasha and the Consul, 

and to make an expedition to Burnaba. 

At three o'clock in the afternbon, after a heavy 

luncheon, we left the deck of the ' Vulcan.' The 

boats soon landed us on the coast of Asia, and a 

few steps brought us to the door of the Consulate. 

Here the Pasha's horses awaited us. They were 

fine beasts, richly caparisoned. Their long and 
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broad housings were covered with gold embroidery ; 
their bits and stirrups were of glittering gilt 
bronze. These latter shone like trophies of war. 
We seated ourselves on horseback, and, surrounded 
by numbers of Turkish oflfi.cers, and a kind of 
irregular guard of the Pasha's, passed through the 
streets of Smyrna. 

In order to reach the heights and the .open 
country, we were obliged to go through the Armenian 
town. All the inhabitants rushed to the windows 
and doors, and the streets were lined by the noble 
Orientals, with their fine countenances and almond- 
shaped eyes, eagerly awaiting the entry of an 
Asiatic prince in his costly attire,: whilst, bathos ! 
they only beheld a pair of miserable Europeans in 
stiflf summer coats, surmounted by tall black cylin- 
ders, riding on All's magnificent chargers. 

We came soon to a very pretty, and, if the story 
may be believed, interesting spot in the upper part 
of Smyrna. Here, we were told, was the happy 
birthplace of the first-born of the Muses, the 
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divine Homer, he who first used the enchanting 
language of poetry. Even if the tradition is false, 
it is a pretty invention, for no spot could be more 
worthy of the honour. Tall plantain-trees over- 
shadow the favoured place, forming arches with 
tJieir smooth branches, and crowns with their many- 
pronged leaves, on one side of a piece of water. 
Beyond, on the further shore of 'this water, a quiet, 
solemn, death-like looking thicket of cypresses 
rises towards the sky, whilst, as symbols of a later 
period in history, the forms of the spectre-like 
graves of the Turks lie scattered between the 
dark trees. A bridge, painted in bright colours, 
is visible, stretching across the river. It was 
built especially for Smyrna, and is of great im- 
portance, as thousands and thousands of camels 
cross it constantly, carrying the rich products of 
the soil to this mart of the East. "We stepped over 
this old structure, and entered the cemetery of the 
Mussulmen. 

A peculiar solemnity and impi;essive calm reigned 

t2 
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in this place. The tall cypresses^those living mi- 
narets, announcing death, however, by their pre- 
sence — stood in order at equal distances from each 
other ; between them are innumerable graves, which 
consist of upright slabs of stone, most of them 
placed in straight lines. 

The graves of the men are distinguished by a 
turban engraved upon the upper part ; those of the 
women are without this distinction, for woman 
in the East plays no important part in life. Be- 
fore many of the slabs a low stone railing is 
placed, like those which, on the mountains with 
us, are often made of wood. The newer graves 
are painted with bright colours, and, instead of 
the turban, we see the Turkish fez upon them. 
On the stone slabs are engraved the names of the 
dead, and a text from the Koran. 

Two things pleased me with the Turks — first, 
they never destroy or desecrate with their own 
hands the graves of their ancestors, but leave it 
to time to do this ; and, secondly, thoy do not thrust 
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the bones of the dead into narrow, close coffins, 
but lay them in the lap of Mother Earth. 

I far prefer the Turkish churchyards to ours ; 
there is more purity, simplicity, and natural charm 
in them than in ours, where I am often inclined 
to believe I see a theatrical heathen triumphal 
monument instead of a Christian burial-place. But 
worse than all are those of the Italians, where the 
rich are separate from the poor, a large place, sur- 
rounded by arcades, being devoted to the former, 
whilst the poor lie in an open space, their graves 
only distinguished from those of dogs by a short, 
iiumbered, wooden mark ; and if you wish to know 
the name or title of any one yoti must go to the 
library, and turn over a catalogue. In our mate- 
rialistic age such things can happen. Man analyses 
himself as though he were an automaton, and by 
thus familiarizing himself with his own flesh and 
blood he loses, as is natural, all respect for dead 
bones. Our forefathers knew the- beautiful feeling 
■which shows itself in Turkish churchyards, and 
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"we find the same in many parts of the high moun- 
tain districts. 

We left the great thicket of cypresses, mounted 
our horses, and continued our way to Burnahd. 
"We passed through a yery fruitful neighbourhood, 
with a most abundant vegetation. We could easily 
believe here the riches of the Turkish countries. 
The most magnificent grapes twined themselves 
over the healthy fig-trees. The famous sugar- 
melons of Smyrna grew between the rich ears 
of wheat. Everything has the appearance of plenty; 
yet we could see that Mother Nature is the great 
artist amidst this splendid luxuriance. 

We frequently met trains of qamels and mules, 
laden with the fruit of the counjtry, on all sides ; 
wherever the eye could span we beheld something 
new and enchanting. As we descended into a 
broad plain, over which a few trees were scattered, 
the oddly- dressed guards of the Pasha, armed with 
firelocks and sabres, began to swarm round us. 
They spuri'cd on their horses /faster and fester. 
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raising their voices in wild cries. The dust flew 
in clouds from the hoofs of thsir horses, which, 
crossing each other continually from each side of 
the road, gave a picture of warlike strife. It looks 
well when these brown sons of the East, in their 
picturesque costumes, dash up in these dust-clouds 
on their fiery little steeds from between the trees, 
their swords swinging, their muskets prepared to 
fire, with their wild movements, and wilder battle- 
cry. How I lamented that we could not do the 
same upon our parade horses ! Unfortunately, these 
representative beasts can only be ridden Turkish 
fashion, at a foot's pace, and are only used by 
the Pasha on great occasions, as when he goes in 
procession to the mosque. Out of courtesy to the 
friendly Ali, we were obliged to go the first part 
of the way at an imposing procession-pace, making 
occasional not very dignified capers ; but, after some 
trial to our patience, help was procured. We came 
to a paper-mill, and, assuring our escort, in the most 
polite manner, that we were anxious to take par- 
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ticular care of these noble animals, we sprang from 
our horses, and, selecting lighter-footed ones from 
amongst our suite, were soon off again, to our 
great delight, at a quicker pace. We could not 
have managed the affair iu a batter manner ; the 
Turks did not seem to be at all angry. Thus, 
laughing and joking, we camo with our numerous 
train to Burnaba. 

This elegant villeggiatura — the summer retreat 
of the Turks, in which the most various Eiiropean 
races go for the hot-season holiHay — ^lies upon a 
mountain, and, owing to its charming and richly- 
planted gardens, looks quite lovely and cheerful. 
The community is large; but it is a pity that 
the Oriental custom of enclosing everything with 
high waUs prevents one, on eiitering the town, 
from seeing any of the gardens ot houses. In the 
Turkish part is a bazaar, which was, however, very 
dirty and small, so that the streets offered little 
to interest us. Wc were, however, permitted to take 
a further look at the magnificence and comforts 
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of the dwellers in this Southern land. It is a 
characteristic difference between the Eastern and 
European people that the inhabitant of the "West 
wishes to make a show of his treasures, opens his 
gardens to the public gaze, and tries, in every- 
way, to make others admire his possessions. The 
Oriental, on the contrary, shuts up and guards his 
treasures with jealous care between the four pro- 
tecting walls, makes himself a paradise within 
them, and enjoys it in silence with the initiated 
household ; at the utmost, he permits fame to speak 
of its secret unknown wonders. Therefore in the 
^East everything has the charm iof novelty, whilst 
^familiarity in Europe produces satiety. 

Through the goodness of thfe Consul- General, 
we were allowed to enter the garden of a rich 
banker, of the name of B., a native of Trieste. 
The owner received us most courteously on the 
^threshold, and led us to a charming pavilion in 
his garden, which gave us a striking picture of 
the luxuriant taste of the East. The floor was 
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of marble, separated into two cftrnpartments, one 
part being raised. The divaned -wall ran round 
these, pierced by mimerous windows, between 
which were candelabra, set in gold-rimmed con- 
caye mirrors ; on the floor rich carpets were spread ; 
in the lower division of the room was a finely- 
sculptured marble basin, into which eleven little 
jets of water trickled down with a delicious mur- 
mur ; the water which flowed away formed after- 
wards outside the building a Kttle lake, shaded by 
trees, which was surrounded by a rockwork and 
filled with gold fish, and preserved a delightful 
coolness in the pavilion. 

The garden was planted with orange-trees, and 
other shrubs belonging to this climate. After we 
had gone over it, the most delicious refreshments 
-were offered to us in the pavilion. They con- 
sisted of ices, and the famous preserved fruits of 
Smyrna, It is the custom to ofi'er these in all 
houses on the arrival of strangers. 

Wo next visited the house of an Armenian, 
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from whose upper room we had a glorious view 
of the valley, the town, and the gulf. Happy 
the man who can always see such a magic picture 
from the window of his house ! The garden of 
the Armenian is luxuriant, and full of shade; 
but the most beautiful that we saw in this 
lovely spot was at Mr. W.'s, a rich Englishman, 
who' was at the same time a merchant and a 
^banker. 

As we stepped into the garden, we found an 
elegant company assembled in front of the house, 
surrounded by cypresses, and other fine plants. 
It was a picture of comfort to see how these ladies 
and gentlemen gave themselves up to the dolce 
far niente of this glorious evening, whilst on every 
side flowers shed their delicious* odours, a parrot 
shook out its brilliant plumage, the trees raised 
their proud heads majestically into the infinite 
blue vault of heaven, the beautiful verandahed 
house united in one still harmony in the balmy 
Southern air and pure evening twilight. Such a 



284 



ON THE WING. 



sight penetrates the heart of a 'stranger, and he 
thinks those people happy who live in such a 
paradise. 

Mrs. W., the daughter-in-law of the possessor, 
a beautiful woman, though a little too stout, with 
a soft angelical expression and regular features, 
came to meet us, and led us into the iaterior of 
the house. Here European luxury reigned in 
the delicious Southern climate. We saw that an 
English spirit presided, from the comfortable and 
tasteful arrangement of the rich furniture. After 
a somewhat ordinary conversation, we again went 
to the garden, which Mrs. W. very kindly gave 
us an opportunity of admiring. From one of the 
terraces we had a glorious view over the valley 
and the high mountains, which shone magically 
in the fading light. "When we returned we were 
again offered " confitures," and Mr. "W.'s son, a 
lean comical-looking little man, with a white jacket 
and a white hat, introduced himself to us, a re- 
markable contrast to his stout, yet handsome Asrife, 
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dressed in black. After we had left tliis garden, 
and gone through several others, we again spent 
some little time with Mr. B., and then jumped 
upon our horses and set off for our ride home. 

It was night, but such a night aathe fancy of 
!N"ortherners cannot paint. It could only be en- 
joyed on the luxuriant shores of Asia Minor. 
The vaults of heaven were infinitely clear, not a 
sound was to be heard, repose reigned on the broad 
sea, and, like a victor over the hot bustling day, 
the full moon rose majestically behind the grand 
heights of Smyrna. The shadows threw sharp 
outlines, there was a silvery shimmer through the 
foliage, the country was changed as by the magic 
wand of a fairy. 

We spurred on our horses, and galloped towards 
the town, thi'ough the vague mysterious moonlight ; 
the Turkish graves shone out like rows of spectres 
between the dark sorrowful cypresses. And now 
we reached the town, and passed through a few 
narrow streets, and were soon upon the deck of 
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the dear ' Yulcan,' where, after an enjoyable 
meal, we again rejoiced in the lovely view of the 
glittering sea, the white sharply-defined minarets 
and cupolas, the great masses af houses, and the 
distant mountains. 
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ON SEEING CORFU. 



:The morning dawned; the sun rose, and shed a 
^deep peace over the silver floods and the high 
mountains of Albania ; rapidly the steamer 
rushed through the waves, and we sped quickly- 
past the smaller Ionian islands, which rose like 
the backs of great sea-monsters out of the water. 
Then we beheld the extreme point of the fertile 
island of Corfu. A few yards alongside of her 
coast brings one to the fortress which crowns the 
town. This English colonial fort can only be com- 
pared to a crown of thorns. 

The island consists chiefly of mountainous 
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ground, and is overgrown with, the freshest and 
most beautiful wood, presenting ^ refreshing sight 
to the eye. The whole country is like a great 
park, in which a few solitary home settlements 
are to be found. These have a neat well-built 
appearance, and do not make the same sorrowful 
impression as some of the scattered Greek villages, 
rising in irregular forms above .the uncultivated 
ground. 

It is a pleasant sight to see beautifully-built 
villas in the midst of Southern vegetation, cul- 
tured with a gardener's care. The rocks on the sea- 
shore contrast excellently with them. We must 
confess that the English understand how to force 
everything that comes in their way into beauty 
and cultivation, for even the roQky Malta is now 
covered with the freshest green. 

The nearer we approached the town, the more 
numerous were the country houses. 

At a little distance an English ship was an- 
chored, from wlicncc they woro shooting at a black 
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target floating in the sea. This little manoeuvre 
amused me extremely ; it was ridiculous to see 
how the ball popped up again from ten to twenty 
times in the water behind the target, so that the sea 
foamed like a waterfall. The British seamen did 
not hit their small mark often, certainly. As we 
were obliged to pass within range, some began to 
ask if we might not be hit, but the shooting stopped 
a little while as we went by. 

The rocks commanding the town disappeared 
more and more, and the beautiful settlement of the 
British was displayed before our eyes. The high 
points of the fortress stood out ruggedly against 
the blue sky ; around it the most magnificent gar- 
^dens and beautifully-built houses were formed into 
terraces. At the foot of this fortress stood rows of 
stone bastions, which appeared to spring out of the 
floods ; at the extreme corner of one of these was 
situated the Governor's garden, well shaded by 
fine large trees. At the end of these, near the 
town, stands a great grey stone palace, consisting 
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of several wings, whose rooms are protected from 
the heat by tall green "jalousies." 

This extensive and imposing building is the seat 
of the tyrant whom the free British power has set 
over the poor islanders as protector. . They thought 
in the town that we were going to land. We, 
however, steered into a kind of broad canal, which 
was formed by a barren rocky island immediately 
before the town. 

The latter has an elegant, blean appearance. 
Large well-built houses give signs of wealth, and 
are vouchers for England's practical luxury and 
merchant-like comfort. The place is surrounded 
by the most delightful green hills, from whence 
the homely English cottages peep forth invitingly. 
On the island lying opposite sthe town is an- 
other fortification, into which w6 strangers were 
admitted. 

They told us that every morning a hundred 
English soldiers were taken over in skiffs from the 
town to this island, and taken back again in the 
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evening. It is supposed they have taken some 
oath of secresy, for nobody knows what they have 
to do on. this mysterious land ; jbut it is thought 
they may be trying to unite the two islands 
by a tunnel under the sea. "We stopped before 
the town for a few minutes, in order to get news 
from the Lloyd steamship, then at anchor. Im- 
mediately up came John Bull, with his sailors 
arrayed in white. He was the captain of the 
harbour, who, in an obliging manner, brought us 
the "pratica," in order to receive a large "tip" 
on the occasion. We answered him that we did 
not intend to land in any case. He still, however, 
wished to know from our captain, who was on 
board ; and when he did not find this out, rowed 
away with a very gloomy countenance. 

During this pause we were able to examine the 
town at our leisure. As it was the hour of the 
siesta, there was very little movement in the 
streets. The number of ships in the roadstead 
was also small, for the cholera was raging in the 
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ionian Islands, impeding the trade for a wMle. 
We again set sail, and continued our flight. To- 
wards the end of the island its shores approached 
the Albanian coast. In the middle of this nar- 
row water there exists a small strongly-formed bit 
of rock, on which rests just as sinall a light-house 
tower. It is called by a very disagreeable name, 
viz. " The Mangy," probably from the peculiar 
formation of the rock. An old broken-down 
soldier vegetates upon this little spot. Soon the 
last point of the island vanished from our eyes, 
and we steered joyfully for our beloved Tatherland. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TWO DAYS IN THE BOOOHE DI CATTARO. 

Yeey early in tlie morning I threw on my clothes, 
and was the first on deck. A healthy fresh air 
blowing from my beloved Austria, which I beheld 
again now for the first time, strengthened my 
.limbs, and I contemplated with delight the sunrise 
over the dark blue mountains of Dalmatia. A 
light soft mist rested upon the still waters, and 
gave a rosy hue to the stars ; but the vapours 
soon disappeared, and, large and majestic, the sun 
-rose before my grateful eyes. The fresh light gave 
colour and life to the melancholy mountains ; rocks, 
woods, and solitary little hamlets were disclosed to 
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the gaze, whicli rested with delight on the aspect 
of home. My fellow-travellers soon came up, and 
we greeted each other with mutual pleasure upon 
the Austrian waters. It appeared to me a good 
omen, that, just as we came in sight of our native 
country, the sun shone to meet us so gloriously 
clear. 

"We took our breakfast upon deck in a most 
cheerful humour, and thus, amidst merry conversa- 
tion, we came to the entrance of the famous Bocche 
di Cattaro. Through a rather narrow canal we 
passed the jBrst sea strait. The impression is q^uite 
like that of a peaceful inland lake. One forgets 
the great ocean behind, and revels with joy at 
the sight of the new lovely landscape. Here are 
no longer the bare rocks and yellow plains of 
Hellas ; but merry fresh life and .sober happy civi- 
lization. We saw no more the wild unpopulated 
places; houses rise from the luxuriant woods, 
from whoso good condition it . is easy to perceive 
that they are under the Austrian sceptre. And 
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yet the uncivilized condition of Greece has its 
peculiar charms. The bright landscape beneath 
the Southern sky, and the bare rosy -tinted moun- 
tains by the blue foaming sea of Lepanto, — what a 
contrast ! Towards the interior of the country rise 
rocky hills, in extremely picturesque outlines, 
which, although they are barren in the upper 
regions, yet bear the stamp of the Northern strata. 
Towards the sea the mountain-range is of a low 
round form, not very beautiful. It is mostly over- 
grown with myrtles. On the shores are fresh green 
-vineyards, with a few villas in the. Italian style. 

Two points, in particular, rivet the attention — the 
prettily-situated little town of Castelnuovo, with 
its square forts ; and the Greek convent Sabina, 
built in the Byzantine style, a spot lit up amongst 
the luxuriant verdure. Our ship anchored by the 
hospital of Castelnuovo, which stands about half-an- 
hour's distance from the town and close beneath 
the convent on the sea-shore. 

After we had dressed we landed, and trod again 
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with joy, after so many adventures, tlie dear firm 
earth, of Austria. 

Our first point was the convent, which had 
already excited our curiosity on the ship. How 
agreeably were we surprised to find the German 
oak {Quercus Germanica), side hy side with the 
luxuriant laurel beneath whose shade we refreshed 
ourselves ! Meadows, too, we saw — afresh green mea- 
dows, after so long a time ; — ^what delight ! Upon 
these meadows grew great orange-trees, entwined 
by the Northern ivy. It was a quiet, lovely little 
spot, lying immediately before the convent gate, 
ihe most charming blending of the beauty of the 
North with the fire of the South, 

The hot rays of the sun were subdued by the 
leafy shade of the oak iato aij agreeable light. 
Here and there the deep blue sky passed through 
"the branches upon a soft velvet carpet of moss. A 
proud cypress raised its head in the pure ether, 
and by its side, near an old wall, .swayed an orange- 
trcc covered with fruit. Its hi-anches served as 
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supports to the vine, whilst near them the glowing 
pomegranates playfully bent down their tender pliant 
stems. At the foot of the slight declivity a fine 
prospect was before ns of the quiet glassy sea. 
Wc stepped through a stone archway into a terrace- 
formed court. A great and a little church, as well 
as the convent, stood on this place. 

Through the intercession of our amiable captain, 
they allowed us to enter the cliurches. The two 
old Greek monks, living in the lowest, led us over 
them. One of these, an elderly man with a long 
grey beard, spoke broken Italian, so that we were 
able to understand him tolerably well. 

In the interior of the house of God, in accord- 
ance with Greek customs, a rich gilded wooden 
screen, with typical pictures, is placed in front of 
the altar. All the heads of Christ and the Ma- 
donna have the long and not very attractive Oriental 
features. Particularly, we find represented there 
St. George in armour, and many other saints. A 
few of these pictures are not without artistic value. 
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From the ceiling hung rich silver lamps, ostrich 
eggs, and round decorations of wool, gold, and 
coloured ribbons. "When I asked the monk, in 
astonishment, what was their meaning, he answered 
that each shipmaster, on launching a new ship, hangs 
one of these tasteless ornaments in the church. 

In the little chapel, which was the first built in 
this place, were to be found very beautiful pious 
gifts, amongst which we particularly remarked a 
fine carved cross, and several pictures set with 
jewels. The interior of the convent, which consists 
of only a few rooms, is small, and built in a poor 
style. In the refectory hang a few bad oil paint- 
ings of crowned Eussian heads. 

We took farewell of the dear old man who had 
led us over the sacred spot, and set off on our 
way, through the oak hedge, to Castelnuovo. Mean- 
while we were attracted by a little chapel on a 
height overgrown with aloes. 

Hero wc had a most extensive view. At our 
feet lay the sea ; the hills, covered with myrtle. 
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gleamed like silver against the blue horizon, and 
through, these, intercepted by high crags, the in- 
^nite ocean was visible. On one side we saw the 
ivyTCOvered walls of Castelnuovo. Not far from 
these, on the opposite side, are the Turkish do- 
mains, and the remaining Bocche, on whose shore 
lay scattered the most charming -villas. All this is 
vaulted over by the glorious blue sky, and illu- 
minated by the mighty sun. On turning round, 
the prospect was as grand, but more gloomy ; 
groups of grey rocks, appearing to touch the sky, 
seemed cut out distinctly in the black stormy air. 
Only a few houses hung on the stony wall, sur- 
rounded by dark cypresses. The whole was spectre- 
like, yet it attracted the eyes with a mysterious 
power. These mountain walls, rising to the clouds, 
shut out the lovely shore of the Bocche. The pro- 
spect was elevating ; on one side^ bewitching with 
its Southern charms ; on the other, causing com- 
passion by its proud desolation ; so that I said to 
my fellow-travellers, "This plaice fascinates me; 
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I should like to build a villa here in the Yenetian 
style, from each of whose windows, balconies, and 
terraces we might enjoy a rich view." This pro- 
posal was unanimously hailed with enthusiasm. 

In travelling one finds so maiiy spots where one 
cries out, in glowing admiration, " Here let us 
build tabernacles." And we should have a great 
deal to do if we were always to carry out these 
secret wishes. 

The principal charm of this neighbourhood is 
formed by the happy union of the varied pheno- 
mena of nature — great seas, quiet lakes, the mix- 
ture of Northern and Southern vegetation, the palm 
and the oak, the sloping mountain and the rugged 
rocks. 

Through vineyards and thickets, now ascending, 
now descending, we came at last to the fort Spa- 
niel, which crowns Castelnuovo. In its vicinity we 
saw a neglected, roofless house, the walls of which 
were overgrown with ivy, so that the house was 
like the French hedges of clipped trees. 
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Close by it, on the road, sat an old woman, of 
a witoh.-like appearance. She begged for alms. 
When we looked at her closer we found that her 
whole face was painted with small crosses; she 
assured us the priest had marked her in this way. 
Perhaps it was to protect this poor woman from 
the superstition of the people, who are still very 
backward on this point in Dalmatia ; possibly the 
old woman is the bad spirit who haunts the ruined 
ivy-covered building. 

The sun shone with a glowing, oppressive heat 
upon the castle; the sight, however, of Austrian 
soldiers, so long denied, rejoiced us. The white 
coats look well everywhere, in the depths of the 
South as ia the heights of the North. "We saw the 
^diiferent parts of the fortress which were built 
under Charles Y., after the Emperor had taken 
ihe little town of Castelnuovo from the Yenetians. 
The towers in the four corners are strongly forti- 
fied; in one of these exists a very well-built cis- 
tern. Over the entrance gate is a -beautifully-carved 
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Turkish inscription, put there by the Mahometans 
when they wrested the fortress from the Spaniards. 

At the entrance of the town ;is an open space, 
which tradition says was destined as the place of 
meeting for the duel-battle between the Spaniards 
and the Mussulmen. The town is poor and small, 
with narrow, steep little streets *at the end of it ; 
however, towards the sea is a strong fortress, built 
of freestone ; we visited this also. From all these 
points we enjoyed the most beautiful prospects. 
The inner tolvn is surrounded by a high wall, 
through which leads a very steep entrance door; 
over this shelving, badly -paved doorway a bey on 
horseback is said to have leapt at full gallop. It 
is scarcely to be believed; but, although the Turk 
is awkward when on foot, he is skilful and daring 
when on the wild horses of the desert. Travellers 
are also shown a red-painted place on the town 
wall on which the Moslems exhibited the bleeding 
heads of the Christians to the shuddering people. 

We left the town almost melting with heat, and 
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returned through the cooling thickets, and lower 
way, by the walls of the convent, which had be- 
come so dear to us, back to the hospital. It looked 
lovely now in the still peaceful evening ; the earth, 
the sea, the air rested from their creative life of 
the day, and so did we. 

"We returned back to our ship, and refreshed 
our tired bodies with dinner, served on deck. After 
dinner we entered into a political discussion, which 
kept some of our company awake until eleven 
o'clock at night. 

The following day, very early, our steamer was 
again set in motion, in order that we might visit 
the remaining parts of the Bocche. Scarcely had 
we lost sight of the bay, in which stand the convent 
and the hospital, than a new lake, formed by the 
sea, spread itself before us. It was less beautiful, 
but perhaps more charming and pleasant, than the 
others. The mountains which surround it are 
more softly moulded, and more luxuriant in vege- 
tation and cultivation. Fruitful olive-woods and 
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rich vineyards, varied by bright fields, cover the 
soft rising shore. This part has more the qualities 
of a rural landscape, and contrasts with the Bocche, 
where the sea is narrowed into a canal, encircled 
with rocks. The mild air becomes cold and in- 
tense ; one fancies one has stra,yed into a rocky 
labyrinth without an outlet. Suddenly the steep 
shore widens, and we find ourselves in a still 
melancholy water, which resembles a distant 
mountain lake. The bare rough rocks are re- 
fiected in the deep blue floods. 

Opposite the entrance is a pretty village. The 
eye lingers with pleasure on this cheerful spot; 
perched upon the stone wall, it is like an elegant 
little nest in a solemn churchyard. Two little is- 
lands, containing churches, rest oh the blue mirror. 
The Sunday peal of the bells greeted us with Chris- 
tian solemnity, and, as we also wished to hear Mass, 
we stopped the steamer, seated ourselves in a boat, 
and steered for this place, called Perasto. 

This town was built by tho Venetians, and re- 
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minds one, in miniature, of the capital of the 
merchant people. The seats of the nobility, ele- 
gantly-built palaces, with balconies and Moorish 
arched windows, are varied in a lovely confusion 
by a great number of beautiful churches, between 
which rise a few slender cypresses. 

When we landed we found a rather large crowd 
of people assembled on the quay. Some amongst 
them were remarkable for their peculiar costumes. 
The dresses of Dalmatia, as everywhere else in 
the South, are very various and original. When 
we inquired about Mass, we were told there Avould 
be one later. We employed the interval in mating 
a visit to the island, which is celebrated for its 
church to the Madonna. 

The whole of the small island is like a beautiful 
terrace, upon which stands a church, adorned with 
cupolas, after the Byzantine style. According to the 
legend, a fisherman found the picture of the Madonna 
upon a little rock just below the terrace. After this 
picture had worked several miracles, it was re- 
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solved to build a church upon the rock. There 
being, ho-wever, but little space, the pious citizens 
of Perasto continued to throw stones into the sea, 
until there arose the little island on which the 
church is now built. 

The interior is very prettily ornamented with 
marble altars. But, in order that the floods may 
:not again swallow up that which was collected 
with so much trouble and care,, every shipowner 
must lade his vessel with a cargo of stones, and 
throw them out by the island into the waters. 

When we returned to Perasto they told us that 
we were too late for Mass. "We again got into 
the steamer and went to Cattaro. From this rocky 
melancholy Bocche, we came to another, on the 
shores of which a steep rock wall iuns, up to Cattaro, 
whilst on the other the most charming landscape is 
offered to the eyes. To which of these Bocche to 
give the preference is difficult to decide. The latter, 
however, is indisputably the most lively, for house 
after house stands on the declivity, surrounded 
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by gardens, amidst whicli palms and cypresses are 
varied by pomegranates and orange-trees. 

The houses, embedded in the freshest green, all 
give signs of wealth. They belong chiefly to rich 
ship captains, whose wives chatter at home over 
their distaffs, whilst their husbands struggle with 
the waves in the American waters. Near many 
of the buildings we saw ships lying in docks 
suited to the size of the vessel, which are placed 
there as an emblem of the happy return of the 
absent. 

Quite at the end of this long beautiful Bocche 
lies the little town of Cattaro, leaning against a 
wall of rock, upon which giddy height is the fort. 
Close by this lies a very good road to Montenegro, 
made by the Austrian government, and intended to 
facilitate the intercourse. The inhabitants of Mon- 
tenegro, however, leave it unused; they prefer 
climbing down the steep rocks. 

As Cattaro is a fortress, on arriving one sees 
but little of the town, which is built on a very 

X 2 
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narrow place. We were almost inclined to take it 
for the end of the world, it was so surrounded with 
masses of rocks. "We caused our vessel to he 
stopped for some hours. In th.e roadstead were 
numbers of ships, among others the steamer ' Cas- 
talone,' a man-of-war. When we had landed we 
ran through the town, which had nothiug remark- 
able about it, with the esception of a pretty, half- 
Gothic, half Byzantine cathedral porch, and a few 
houses built in the Venetian style. 

Towards four o'clock we returned by the same 
way we had come, in the beautiful evening light, 
which is softer, and shows the outlines of objects 
more distinctly. The various scenes had still a 
Southern aspect, if not the strength and warmth of 
Greece. We now approached nearer the rocky 
shore on which we had turned our backs in the 
morning, and saw that it exhibited many charms 
of nature, and, in several places, was studded with 
the most homely little villages. In the evening 
we again anchored in the bay of * the Lazaret. 
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The feeling which had been raised in us by 
the sight of the Bocche was astonishment that at 
home they did not know more about this enchant- 
ing neighbourhood. Everybody rushes to Nice, 
to Florence, and other half-Southern regions, never 
dreaming that in their own native country they 
have something so much more beautiful, and which 
unites all the charms of vegetation with the most 
glorious climate. The Venetian palaces stand 
jempty; they only require to be bought for eight 
hundred or a thousand piastres, and then be in- 
habited, in order to offer to the possessors the 
most exquisite views, and the most spacious, splen- 
did rooms. But no ! they rush to a distance, let 
their money go amongst strange people, and are 
contented with a bad lodging, in order to be with 
strangers ; feel happy because they are in the 
fashion, ,and sigh over the uninteresting, dull 
Fatherland ! 

Certainly civilization in these southern parts of 
Austria is not very much adA^anced ; but if a rich 
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man, accustomed to comforts, makes up his mind 
to settle in these parts lie will find a good founda- 
tion^ and, if he is wise, he will be too happy to 
take up his abode in a paradise^ where the palm 
and the oak, peace and strength grow together 
like brethren. 
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OHAPTEE XIII. 

RAGUSA. 

Early in the morning, whilst we were still slum- 
bering comfortably, our steamer entered the haven 
of Gravosa, the principal harbour of the town of 
Eagusa. When we mounted on deck we saw that 
we were surrounded by the'most lovely coasts. Soft 
verdant chaias of mountains wound round the 
deep blue flood. On the seashore rose villas built 
in the Venetian style, and surrounded by cypresses, 
with other plants of Southern growth. The country 
could not be justly called magnificent or imposing, 
but it is simply charming. The view of the town 
of Eagusa is shut out by the heights of Bella 
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Vista; we were therefore obligfeji to be satisfied 
with that of the immediate neighbourhood, which, 
however, fully recompenses an ^dmirer of natiire 
such as I am. The splendid morning was bright, 
mild, and enjoyable. 

It was not till the middle of the day that we 
visited the town. Much as I looked forward to see- 
ing this historically interesting pkbe, I was not loth 
4,0 spend this lovely morning on deck in the balmy 
fresh air, and in sight of such beautiful scenery. 
Although it is my practice, when travelling, to 
make the most of every, opportunity for looking 
about me and gathering knowledge, I do not 
object sometimes to pass a few* hours reviewing 
former pleasant impressions. The traveller who 
wishes to derive profit from his travels must have 
the power of '* fighting his battles o'er again," and 
of noting them down in his diary. It Ls only by 
these means that what you have seen will remain 
indelibly imprinted on your mind for life. Long 
afterwards, seated by your "am fireside," past 
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adventures blossom afresh in recollection. This is 
what I did this lovely morning, and set to "vrork 
diligently at my diary. 

Unfortunately, my brother was obliged to spend 
this beautiful day in bed, having caught cold the 
evening we visited Castelnuovo, in the Bocche di 
Cattaro. Dr. F. remained for the first part of the 
^morning with him; later on, however, in the day 
he wandered with C. over Bella Vista into the 
town. Prince J. and Baron E. had been there 
since the morning, purchasing some of the weapons 
peculiar to the country, and buying some Dalma- 
tian wine, of a very poor description, to supply 
the ship, we having run short of that necessary 
article. Count C. and I remained alone with 
my brother; the attentive Dr. F., however, had 
scarcely seen the town than he returned, and re- 
leas.ed us from our attendance on the invalid. 

"We now rowed in a little boat to land, got into a. 
vehicle (the only one of its kind to be had in 
Eagusa), and proceeded by the high-road we men- 
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tioned before as being so well-made, yet almost 
useless, to the summit of Bella Vista. This point 
richly deserves its euphonious name, as from thence 
the sea is presented three timeS over to the en- 
chanted gaze. The rocks descend from the moun- 
tain perpendicularly into the sea, which, roaring 
and foaming, dashes against 'the rugged dark 
masses. Hundreds of aloes covering the sides in- 
crease the Southern effect. 

To the right is to be seen the beautiful harbour 
of Gravosa. An Arcadian scene ! To the left ap- 
pear the cupolas of the town, which is built on a 
small space at the foot of a hill. Villa upon viUa 
meets the eye, surrounded by cheerful gardens filled 
with palms, laurels, pomegranate's, sensitive-plants, 
and other Southern vegetation. At the extreme 
end of the town a high rock projects into the sea, 
on which lies the fort of San Pietro. The barren 
summit of the elevation is crowned by the Fort 
Napoleon or Fort Imperial. 

This charming view, lit up by the lovely weather. 
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reminded me forcibly of descriptions and drawings 
]of Sicily. It is very different from the Grecian 
landscapes. Hellas gives an impression of melan- 
clioly yeamiQg solemnity, whilst here is set the 
stamp of grand yet charming Italy. 

We left our carriage and returned on foot to 
^the town. The road, surrounded by villas, slopes 
gradually down to the strong Venetian town-wall. 
It was pointed out to us that for some way the 
country-houses were empty and uninhabited. The 
reason was as follows : — In the year 1805 they 
were plundered by Eussians and citizens of Mon- 
tenegro. Then the French defended themselves 
in the interior of the town. The country now is 
poor; the power of the nobles is broken, and 
they are unable to sell their possessionsjon account 
of the entails. Thus the bare walls have been 
left to a certain decay. 

We reached two stone gates close to each other, 
and from thence entered the inner town by a street 
paved with white flagstones. We might have 
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imagined ourselves transported to Venice. Near 
the entrance was a convent of the Franciscans, 
built in the Byzantine-Gothic §tyle. After this 
follows a row of palaces, belonging to the ancient 
nobUity. 

Eagusa was, on a small scale, a republic, like 
Venice, governed by nobles, at whose head was 
a Doge, elected afresh every month by the senators. 
During the short period of his dignity he was 
not allowed to leave his beautifully-arranged 
palace. Only on certain festivities he showed one 
of his feet outside the door. This liberty was 
almost like a prison for the presidents of the 
senators ; nevertheless they quarrel for the honour 
of it. 

In order that no one noble -should be more 
powerful than the rest, it was necessary that his 
possessions should be scattered over different por- 
tions of the Eagusan republic. 

In the flourishing epoch of the French govern- 
ment these aristocratic institutions were erased. 
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This once independent town, with the remainder 
of the Venetian lands, became subject to the crown 
of Austria. Only the name of the nobility is 
preserved by their sons, who gain a scanty sus- 
tenance in the magnificent structure of their fore- 
fathers. The glory is vanished, but the hatred 
of certain parties in the republic, exists still amidst 
their powerful descendants. As all domestic quar- 
rels are laid aside at the approach of a foreign in- 
vading power, so it was in Eagusa in the year 
1848, a certain party allied themselves with the 
Venetians; although, hitherto, the town had been 
at enmity with them. 

From the streets, rich in palaces, small dark 
alleys lead over the rest of the town, and even 
here rise occasional beautiful palaces. The broad 
street, through the centre, ends in the picturesque 
place of Moneta. Erom the excellent state of the 
pavement, it is easy to perceive that carriages 
seldom drive that way. Here also the eye is never 
weary of admiring the beautiful architecture. The 
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most remarkable of all the buildings is tlie Ex- 
change, with its graceful Venetian bow-windows, 
the guard-house, and next to it the beautiful stone 
fountain, in whose exquisitely worked basin, light 
jets throw out the clearest and bpst water. As far 
as regards architecture, there is the beautiful 
though not large church consecrajted to St. Blasius, 
the patron saint of Eagusa. "We entered the in- 
terior of this latter, in which I was most struck 
with the situation of the organ, as it is immediately 
behind the high-altar, looking as if it hung from 
the wall. 

We then betook ourselves to the Piazza del 
Duomo, upon which stands tlje palace of the 
Doge — a miniature imitation of that of Venice — 
and the cathedral. This latter is built of a white 
stone, in the Eoman style. It contained a small 
chapel, overflowing with gold ornaments. 

In the centre of the church we saw an immense 
quantity of relics, very remarkable from their an- 
tiquity and tasteful setting. Amongst these was 
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iometliing of a rather unpleasant nature, i.e. the 
ivliole body of a saint modelled in wax, and painted 
;o show where he had received his death- wounds. 
The priest appeared to venerate this relic particu- 
larly. They showed us this collection with great 
pride, and not without just reason, for I have 
seldom seen so large a number of relics in one 
place. 

Two other of the many remarkable objects 
struck me greatly. They were a gold ewer and 
basin. Inside these we could see the symbols of 
the ocean exquisitely worked in dark metal. They 
bonsisted in fish, li^iards, eray-fish, salamanders, 
and such-like reptiles. A priest expressed his 
regret to me that the machinery of this piece had 
been spoiled, as formerly, when you washed your- 
self, at the very moment the water touched the 
bottom of the basin, the little reptiles moved 
round in a circle, impelled by the pressure of 
the water. 

In the time when pigtails were worn, the clergy 
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were fond of these quaint treasures of art, and 
objects of this kind are still to be found in many- 
convents. 

From the church we went to the palace of the 
Doge. On the ground- floor we saw a wide bright 
gallery, supported by columns, with Moorish 
arches. One of these pillars comes from the 
Temple of ^sculapius of Essidorus, now called 
Kagusa Vecchia. The capital is decorated with 
typical " haut-reliefs," representing the art of the 
demi-god. The palace had once a second story, 
which was, however, destroyed by the fearful 
earthquake in 1760. 

From the inner court a beautiful Arcadian stair- 
case leads into the first floor. At the foot of this 
stands a wooden bust, lightly coated with zinc; 
it represents a citizen of the republic, to which 
he had left a large sum of money. Every state 
is most grateful for a patriotic deed of this de- 
scription. 

The magnificence of tlu' inner rooms of xhe 
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palace has entirely disappeared, and, instead of a 
Doge, a captain of the Guards is installed, with 
whom we met the rest of our fellow-travellers. 
This captain then led us up a terrace belonging to 
the place, from whence we had a beautiful view of 
some of the palaces, the sea, and the little harbour 
of the town. 

When we left the ducal palace, on our way from 
the town, we passed the beautiful Dominican con- 
Tent, now lying in ruins. They also wished to 
show us the Turkish lazaret and the bazaar, situ- 
ated near the sea. This latter is quite a contrast 
to that of Smyrna, being a desolate-looking empty 
space, in which the Turks transact their business 
with the citizens of Eagusa three times a week. 
To my great joy I saw a few Mahometans ia their 
magnificent attire, which reminded me of my be- 
loved Smyrna. 

Eeturning to the town we passed through a few 
more streets of palaces, and concluded our short 
stay in Eagusa with a visit to the Franciscan con- 

Y 



322 ON THE WING. 

vent, which is situated near the town wall. The 
most interesting objects in the convent were the 
cloisfers, built in the richest style, and running 
round the outer circle of the walls. On the top 
of these, and supported by beautiful Byzantine 
columns, rests a wide terrace, with a fine carved 
stone balustrade. This terrace serves as a walk for 
the monks. In the centre of the court rises a 
:magnifl.cent orange-tree. The amiable Prior showed 
ns all over the convent. Amongst other objects, 
the newly-built library is of some consideration. 
At the gate we again found our splendid vehicle, 
and returned with the captain to Gravosa over 
Bella Vista. 

Eagusa, with its numerous historical recollec- 
tions, had made a great impression upon me. The 
beautiful situation, the mild climate, and the 
various objects of art delight the Bye of a connois- 
seur. The captain accompanied us to the vessel, 
as he intended to show us the celebrated plantain- 
trees of Canossa after dinner, and also, on the 
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following morning, to go with us to Curzola and 
Sabioncella. 

We should have started immediately, as the 
steam was already up, had not our good K. lost 
himself so completely in the library of the town, 
that he did not return till late, accompanied by a 
Franciscan and a priest, between whom he looked as 
if he were in penance. He was so entirely engrossed 
by his scientific conversation, that he never took 
heed of the boat we had sent for him. At last, when 
he was on board we left Gravosa, and steered between 
the islands of Callamota, Mezzo, and Giupana, to 
Canossa, which place we reached after sunset. 

The captain told us that in the island of Mez- 
zo, a mantle is shown to this day which once be- 
longed to Charles V. A man in high ofiice had 
an audience with the Emperor, who, being in haste, 
received him in this identical mantle. In the 
course of the interview, he permitted the suitor to 
beg for a favour. As in those days the imperial 
person was held in high honour, the official asked 

y2 
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the Emperor to present him with the white silken 
cloak which hung over his shoulders. 

The next island is that of St. Andrew. It is 
bleak and barren. The only inhabitants were a 
few monks in a little convent. The island is, howr 
ever, celebrated through a touching event which 
took place there. 

A young monk of high rank, living in this 
monastery, was greatly beloved by a peasant girl 
residing on the mainland of Val di Noce. Every 
night the maiden swam across the broad strait to a 
certain point, which the young monk lit up for her 
by means of a lamp. The brothers of the maiden 
became acquainted with these meetings, and one 
evening when their sister was going to visit her 
lover, they went on before in a boat. As soon as 
they heard the noise made by the swimmer in cleav- 
ing the waters, they lit a light. The maiden fol- 
lowed the light, making for it with anxious haste. 
The unmerciful brothers went on farther and 
farther, the sister ever following the delusive rays. 
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till at last, exhausted to death, she sank beneath 
the floods. When the beams of the setting sun 
are visible, and you see the melancholy neighbour- 
hood and the soft blue sea around you, the remem- 
brance of this story fills you with sadness. 

Canossa is the country residence of a noble of 
Eagusa. We climbed over a very steep rocky path 
to the entrance of the garden. Here, again. 
Southern abundance reigned in its fullest extent. 
Thick avenues of laurel and box crossed through 
woods of dark green olive-trees. Long terraces, 
built upon the rocky cliffs, stretched towards the 
sea, and the beautiful creeping vine wove its 
branches everywhere. Nature looked even more 
bloomiug in the dim twilight. 

Wandering, in silent admiration, through the 
thickets, we all suddenly stopped, mute with sur- 
prise. Before us stood the largest oak we had ever 
beheld. The symmetrical trunk of this gigantic 
tree appeared almost to touch the heavens. The 
lower part of the stem was devoid of branches ; 
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after a considerable height these began to shoot 
forth to such a vast extent that they formed a kind 
of roof for the surrounding trees* It is said that 
this oak is only 150 years old. Its rich green foliage 
wiU therefore be the joy of generations yet unborn, 
that is, if we may believe the saying relative to an 
oak, which asserts that it takes 100 years to grow, 
100 to flourish, and 100 to decay. This mighty 
tree of Canossa is therefore still in its youthful 
prime, able to resist the storms of many winters. 
"Would that in Germany we had its equals ! 

We now turned our attention to a stone basin, 
decorated with a statue of Neptune. This foun- 
tain, which once enchanted the rich noble who 
owned the place, exists no longer for his poverty- 
stricken descendants. The stonework of former 
greatness now falls in ruins. But this very decay 
increased the picturesque melancholy of the spot. 
-Plants of all kinds grew between the chinks of the 
-walls, and a chain of evergreen ivy interlaced itself 
amongst the crumbling stones, and wound itself 
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round the ■withered limbs of the sovereign water- ' 
god. The pleasure nature takes in excelling art 
seemed shown by the wild yet charming disorder 
around this fountain. Perhaps, in the still evening 
the leaves of the pomegranate and myrtle whispered 
to each other the tales of bygone splendours, when 
the senators still reigned supreme over the land. 

Not far from this poetic spot, grow the celebrated 
wonders of the country^-the plantains of Canossa. 
They are the two most gigantic trees in Europe. 
Their huge and shadowy branches form a species of 
canopy, beneath which a whole Austrian regiment 
is said to have once encamped. Considering their 
enormous height they are still very young, for they 
also are not more than 150 years old. The circum- 
ference of the older one is twenty-seven, and of 
the younger thirty feet. Each of the principal 
branches is as thick as an ordinary good-sized tree. 
Two branches have grown together. The bark of 
the trunk is fresh and smooth, and we could not 
find a trace of old age. The plaintain is always 
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a beautiful tree ; it looked magnificent now in its 
gigantic dimensions. 

"When we left the garden to return to our sliip, 
it was already night ; the bright blue heavens had 
become suddenly overcast by black clouds. Duriug 
the night we steered for the island of Curzola; 
and when we awoke in the morning we found 
ourselves before the little town which takes its 
name from the island. The weather was dark and 
rainy, and not calculated to show any country to 
advantage, much less the barren suburbs of a town. 

After breakfast we rowed to land. Here, also, 
we found everything built after the Yenetian man- 
ner, — pretty little balconies, Moorish arches, with 
elegant decorations, lending an irresistible charm 
to the house of the middle-cl9.ss citizen. Our 
forefathers understood this art. The poorest man 
would make the exterior of his house picturesque, 
and' the interior comfortable ; whereas, with the 
present style of architecture, even palaces arc cold, 
stiff, and uninliabitable. The eye of beauty loves 
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to rest on winding galleries and curved arches, and 
abhors straight lines and blank walls. I greatly 
prefer the old German house, with its gables and 
its turrets ; or the Venetian palace, with its arches 
and balconies, to the whitewashed, barrack-looking 
buildings of the nineteenth century, reminding one 
forcibly of dolls' -houses. Poetry is no more — 
quenched in these days of speculation and domestic 
cares. 

The Cathedral of Curzola is interesting to look 
at. When we entered, a patriotic musician was 
playing the Eadetzky march as a welcome for us. 
It sounded peculiar on the organ within these 
sacred walls ; but I liked this last =song of the late 
Strauss here as everywhere. The interior of the 
church was gloomy, but venerable. In a side 
chapel, hidden behind columns, we were shown a 
fine Titian. We admired the powerful colouring 
and grand composition of this great artist. 

As we passed through the narrow, gloomy streets 
we noticed, on a door of a ruined palace, a mag- 
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nificent knocker of Corintliiaii metal, representing 
Neptune with his sea-horses. The workmanship 
was exquisitely fine, and struck us connoisseurs 
so much that we made use of the instrument, in 
order to find out if any one inhabited this desolate 
abode, and, if so, to entice them forth, and induce 
them to listen to our offers of purchase. 

No obliging spirit appeared at the first rap of 
the knocker, which gave a musical sound. It was 
not till we began to knock louder that we saw the 
old door slowly open, and a good-natured-looking 
old witch, accompanied by a blind man, appeared 
in the entrance. They seemed immensely sur- 
prised at our intrusion, for it was probably a 
long time since this old gentleman and his house- 
keeper had received any visitors. We praised the 
Neptune, which seemed to cha,rm them ; when, 
however, we came to ask about * the price the old 
gentleman turned a deaf ear. ^^e assured us that 
an Englishman had offered him as much silver as 
the knocker would weigh. This somewhat alarmed 
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us; we therefore took leave hastily, and left the 
town. 

When we reached the docks we found them filled 
with a great number of excellent ships ; it is these 
which give the town its importance. The mate- 
rials are brought from Herzegovina, and from the 
Talley of the Naventa. The wealth of the Dalma- 
tians is always afloat, and they wage constant war 
with the restless element. The soil of the country 
being so unfruitful and rooky, necessity compels 
them to seek their fortunes by water. 

We now returned to our ship, and steered for 
the peninsula Sabioncella, The sea had become 
rougher; the greater part of our company there- 
fore felt no inclination to descend into the little 
locking boat, and go to visit the coast. Count 
C, Professor G., and I alone dared the tossing 
waves, and rowed to land amidst a pelting shower 
of rain. 

Sabioncella had been mentioned to us on account 
of the remarkable dresses of its wumen. The 
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place itself reaUy consists in nothing beyond a 
single line of houses scattered along the sea-shore, 
and surrounded by luxuriant gardens overshadowed 
by plane-trees. The houses belong to rich ship- 
owners, who, after travelling about the greater 
part of their youth, settle down m old age by their 
own firesides, laden with treasures and experiences. 

We entered the Podesta's house. He, also, had 
formerly been a sea-captain, and his two brothers 
were even now in America. The object of our 
visit was to see one of the dresses worn by the 
women of this peninsula for many centuries. We 
were offered seats in a very clean and respectable 
parlour, which remiuded me strongly of Marryat's 
novels. The walls were hung with prints in simple 
frames, maps and charts, which added to its pretty 
bright appearance. The furniture was of a light 
wood and cane, probably it had -belonged formerly 
to the cabin of some vessel. 

The floor was scoured as clean as the deck of a 
man-of-war, and a glass door opening into a balcony 
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gave a view of the sea. How often the wife must 
have looked out here for the return of her sailor - 
husband ! Even now, it is the old captain's greatest 
amusement to watch the course of the going and 
coming vessels through his telescope. 

We had not to wait long before the Podesta's 
pretty daughter made her appearance, dressed in 
the peculiar costume. On her head she wore a 
man's hat, made of straw, from whose narrow brim 
hung a broad many-coloured ribbon, arranged in 
such a manner that it almost covered the whole 
hat. On one side of this were placed five or six 
large ostrich feathers, whilst cherry-coloured rib- 
bons hung down by her ears, and were caught up 
in graceful loops. Two jet-black curls formed a 
beautiful contrast to the dazzlingly white skin of 
the delicate face. Golden needles were stuck about 
her rich dress, after the fashion of the Eoman 
ladies, and various chains of the same metal were 
twined round her white neck. She had on a brown 
jacket, and a small kerchief of the most brilliant 
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colours. Her bodice was also made of many colours, 
and was ornamented with gold chains and coins. 
Her skirt was of red, yellow, .and blue stripes. 
The little feet were clad in very pretty, neat tied 
shoes, with ribbon rosettes. The tout ensemble 
was a mixture of the most brilliant colouring. 
Had it not been for the quaint hut, the costume 
would have been called beautiftd. The style of 
dress is just the same for widows, only aU in 
black*. 

Count C, wishing to be very poHte, tried to 
speak to the pretty modest girl ; but, unfortunately, 
she understood none of our languages. Amidst 
the rain, we returned to our floating-palaces, and 
teased those of our companions who had cowardly 
stayed behind with the description of the beautiful 
vision we had beheld at the house of the Podesta. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 



THE FOURTH OF OCTOBER, ON THE OPEN SEA. 



^iGHT o'clock was the hour fixed for our depar- 
ture from the harbour of Zara. It was the feU 
lay of our beloved Sovereign. sOn the previous 
lay we had received au invitation to a state dinner 
it the Vice-Governor's. During the course of 
;he entertainment, the Governor gave a toast to 
;he Emperor, which was received amidst the sound 
)f music and the thunder of cannpn. 

Early this morning our amiable host, with other 
generals of the town, came on board the ' Vulcan ' 
;o take leave of us. We thanked him most sincerely 
or the great kindness he had shown us during our 
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two days' residence in Zara, he having endeavoured 
to the best of his ability to entertain us, and to 
make the remembrance of this little place agree- 
able to us. On the first day hfe had given us a 
soiree and theatricals. On thfe second he had 
conducted us, himself, all over the town, showing 
us what was worth seeing. After the last dinner 
that he gave us, he took us to a, walk in the in- 
teresting surburbs of Zara. Yesterday evening he 
entertained us, by having a band in the illuminated 
park. He possessed the faculty of conjuring up 
these little fttes as by magic, which rendered our 
stay in Zara very pleasant. 

The sights in this little town lare not numerous, 
although, like all places subject to Venice, it pos- 
sesses some interesting churches and fortresses. 
The most remarkable amidst the erections of modern 
times is a bomb-proof barrack, which is distin- 
guished by its beautiful and suitable architecture. 
There are also some cisterns within the walls of the 
:fortress, which go by the name of the " cinque 
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pazzi." All the waters of the town join here, 
and are filtered through sand, after which they 
become fit for use. This idea, although it does 
not sound inviting, is extremely clever. 

Through the "Porta della Terra Ferma," which 
is built ia a wonderfully elegant Venetian style of 
blackish-yellow stone, we came into the open 
country, which, near the town, is very flat and 
uninteresting, and fully answers to its name. The 
sea, however, which adds a peculiar charm to every 
region, the innumerable islands, the large mountain- 
range separating Dalmatia from the Austrian mili- 
tary frontiers, — all this gives the landscape a beau- 
tiful melancholy stamp, which becomes even more 
marked towards evening. Then the houses and 
the barren plains are tinged with a purple hue 
by the setting sun, giving them a sad sombre 
colouring, which appeals to the soul ; so, at least, 
it did to mine, filling me with a sweet melan- 
choly. 

The vegetation is poor, and the want of wood- 

z 
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land reminds one of the Venetian dominions. TJn- 
fortimately the growth of a new plantation lessens 
the number of the goats, which, with donkeys, are 
the principal cattle of the country. Through the 
want of vegetation, the sun SQorches up every- 
thing; and even the little stream-sources are all 
dried up. 

In this respect, as in many others, there is a 
strong resemblance between Dalmatia and Greece. 
Both are to be pitied on this &,ccount; and the 
removal of these difficulties coulii only be effected 
by very strong measures, of which the nation would 
not feel the benefit till after thfe lapse of several 
years. But the egotism of the world is too great. 
Everything is done for the present moment alone ; 
and such measures would be very difficult for 
Government unless they were supported by the 
people. The obstinate resolution of a woman, like 
England's Elizabeth, would be necessary for such 
a purpose. She, we are told, caused all ugly and 
faulty horses to be killed, in order to improve the 
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breed. The plan was successful, but its benefits 
were only reaped in the third generation. 

As it struck eight o'clock, and the wheels of 
our steamer began to revolve, the courteous gene- 
rals on shore gave us three cheers. Then, amidst 
the thunder of cannon and the sound of the na- 
tional hymn, which announced to the people that 
it was the fete of the Emperor, we left the town 
of Zara at full speed. It was an imposing sight, 
and our feeling of national pride rose strong within 
us. It seemed a grand idea that such a day is 
celebrated from the coldest point of Gallicia to the 
lowest depths of Dalmatia. 

Unfortunately, the morning was rather gloomy ; 
the sea, however, was extremely calm, to the great 
joy of the bad sailors. "We spent the forenoon 
partly on deck and partly in the cabin, to which we 
were reduced by an unpleasant rain, which quite 
swamped the deck. We wrote our journals, dis- 
cussed politics, — this latter occupation generally 
originated from Count C, — and so spent a few 
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merry hours very agreeably. WTien, after a time, in 
spite of tlie weather, we went on deck, we witnessed 
a spectacle which caused general regret. 

"We were sailing some distance from land, when 
suddenly a poor little robin redbreast passed terror- 
stricken over our heads. It sought anxiously for a 
resting-place for its weary wings, yet scarcely had it 
perched on one of the shrouds than it again darted 
aw^y, alarmed by the unusual objects. To return 
to the mainland was impossible, it had ventured 
too far over the treacherous floo.d. Several times 
we quite lost sight of it, and then again it reap- 
peared, almost dropping with fa;tigue. At last it 
disappeared entirely, and in all probability perished 
in the waves. It reminded me so forcibly of the 
Introduction to Lenau's ' Faust ; ' the great poet 
describes this picture with so much deep feeling 
and sadness. We would willingly have saved 
the poor little animal, but it was impossible to 
get at it. 

Towards dinner-time the weather fortunately 
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cleared up, and we were able to celebrate this 
auspicious day to the best of oiir abilities. "We 
caused the dinner to be served on the newly- 
decorated deck, and we sat down to it in full uni- 
form. The captain commanded the great cannon 
to be loaded, so that the report should thunder 
across the Austrian sea at the very moment the 
toast was proposed. The last bottles of good wine 
were brought up from the cellar, we having been 
somewhat free with this part of our provisions. 
To-day, however, everything was;to be of the best, 
because not only was it the fdte of our Emperor, 
but it was also one of the last of our delightful 
journey, which we had owed to the kindness of that 
monarch. 

We had invited all the officers of the vessel to 
dinner, and at five o'clock we assembled. The 
heavy clouds with which, in the morning, the sky 
had been overcast, had dispersed over Austria's 
beautiful horizon. Everybody Was in the merriest 
and most joyful humour. Even my brother— just 
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recovered, thank God, from a violent fever— and 
the poor captain, who had also been unwell for 
some days past, made their appearance. Nobody- 
wished to be absent on this day. 

In the middle of dinner we all stood up, the 
sailors mounted the rigging, and I, then, from the 
very depths of my heart, proposed the Emperor's 
health. Cheers followed from aU sides of the 
vessel, the cannon roared, and, at the same moment, 
the fog, which had hitherto obscured the horizon, 
vanished, and the sun shone forth, gloriously re- 
flected iu the pure glassy sea. Heaven and earth 
gleamed in splendour ; the water, the air, and the 
last rays of the setting sun glittering on our 
■crystal glasses, all united to celebrate this day. 

Toast after toast now followed,. not unmixed with 
a feeling of sadness, as we thought that we were 
gathered together for the last time around the 
Jestal board of the dear 'Vulcan.' At each fresh 
cheer an echoing answer came from the sailors in 
the rigging, till their turn also arrived, and they 
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too were regaled with wine. The generous wine 
did not fail to produce a lively effect. From the 
highest to the lowest, aU were of good cheer, as 
it became them to be on such a day. 

Although we came from more southerly regions, 
and were therefore more susceptible to the cold, we 
remained on deck till quite late in the evening. 
Even when it had become totally dark, the sound 
of the national hymn was still heard in Italian 
from the merry and grateful sailors. After a few 
more songs we all went to bed for the last night we 
should spend together on the ' Vulcan.' How glad 
I was to think that this, our last evening, had been 
spent so happily and pleasantly ! 



THE END. 
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parently to vindicate the judgment of 
those l^ whom it (the Mission) was 
undertaken, and to preserve a lair re- 
cord of the efforts whifeh failed to ob- 
tain a successful result. Probably he 
will not materially alter the general 
opiaion as to the wisdom of the at- 
tempt. He has indeed illustrated, by 
a candid narrative the genuine hero- 
ism of Bishop Mackenzie and his fol- 
lowers ; and if heroism were the one 
"thing desirable in missionaries, there 
would be httle cause for complaint. 
As it is, we are rather reminded of 
the criticism, ' It is magnificent, but 
it is not war.' The missionaries 
seem to have hurled themselves as 
thoughtlessly against the heathenism 
of Africa as the Light Brigade went 
in against the Bussian ALrtOlery at 
Balaclava." — Saturday Review. 

**A11 our readers who have taken 
any interest— and which of them has 
not ? — in the Central African Mission, 
or in the noble life and heroic death 
of Bishop Mackenzie, should make a 
point of reading this book. It will 
probably modify in many respects 
the opinions they may have formed 
about that grand but calamitous en- 
terprise from the imperfect and frag- 
mentary iuformation which is all that 
has been hitherto in their hands. Mr. 
ilowley is an excellent writer, simple, 
and direct, he tells us exactly what 
we want to know, in language which 
nobody can mistake, while nis des- 
criptions of natives and scenery show 
that he is a man of acute and accu- 
rate observation, with a strong feeling 
for the picturesque, and an unusual 
j)Ower of communicating his impres- 
sions." — Ouardian. 

" Those who look mth the greatest 
coldness ou missionary efforts can 
scarcely deny — if they ■will take the 
pains to read this book —that Bishop 
Mackenzie and his noble army of 



martyrs did good service in Central 
Africa. As a piece of literary work 
Mr. Eowley's book is well done ; it is 
free from the unskilful arrangement 
and wearisome iteration which have 
marred the value of several books of 
African trrvel. The style is manly, 
clear, and unaffected ; the author is 
modest dnd reticent about his own 
achievements, and writes with uni- 
form good temper and forbearance. 
The woodcuts, chiefly from Mr. Row- 
ley's own sketches, form an attrac- 
tive adjunct to the text."— riiBej. 

" Mr. Eowley's volume is an excel- 
lent account of a comer of the world 
absolutely unknown except from Dr. 
Livingstone having passed through 
it." — WestmiTuter Itemea. 

" The ■? olume is a readable and in- 
terestiug one. Mr. Rowley has told 
the whole story well, showing judg- 
ment, taste, snd feeling. His book is 
much superior to the ordinary Mission 
books." — A tkeiujeu/m . 

" To those who delight to hear of 
cheerful endurance of nardship- real 
hardship, famine, war, and pestUence 
— of honest endeavours to raise the 
savage out of his degraded condition 
—of steadfast faith rising over every 
obstacle, — this book will he deeply 
interesting." — Church Times. 

" Mr. Rowley has done excellent 
service in' writing this book. In tone 
and spirit it rises superior to any- 
thing of the sort vrith which we are 
acquainted ; and we shall be very 
much mistaken if the nonsense that 
has found' favour on the subject of the 
African race through the representa- 
tions of ipere travellers and men of 
the world, and the cmde theories of 
anthropologists and so-called " men 
of science;" does not receive -its qui- 
etus fromthe circulation of this intel- 
ligent and undoubtedly truthful mis- 
sionary bDok."--CA!«-(;Afflo». 



""Writton in a plain, soholar- 
like style, and bears the stamp of 
high principle and intoUigence. A 
book so written could not fail to be 
nteresting, and it is interssting," — 
Ckurc& Review. 

"It is impossible to peruse this 
work without the deepest admiration 
for the noble men who composed it 
(the Mission) ; their constancy, their 
hopefulness, their unwearied labour, 
and the cheerfulness with which they 
bore thfi terrible trials to which they 
were exposed, are beyond all praise." 
— Standard. 

"It is impossible to read this book 
without a feeling of pride at belong- 
ing to the nation which sent forth 
such brave and generous men, and of 
regret that such valuable lives should 
have been lost in so hopeless a cause. 
And yet, as Mr. Rowley well says, 
their lives have not been squandered 
in vain. The book which he has writ- 
ten is peculiarly valuable at the pre- 
sent moment, when there is a dispo- 
sition in high places to maintain that 
black is the colour of the devil, and 
that every thing black is evil. That 
Africa abounds in wild beasts we 
know— most savage countries do — 
but that its inhabitants are not all 
wild beasts, as some travellers would 
have us believe, is more than proved 
by the interesting story of the Uni- 
versities Mission to Central Africa." — 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

'' In spite of the sad details with 
which it abounds, the general impres- 
sion which Mr. Rowley's book leaves 
upon the mind, is that mission work 



amongst the African races is as hope- 
ful as amongst the heathen of any 
other country. " — Mission Life. 

" Mr. Rowley's work is cheifly a 
stirring account of travel and camp 
life, but it has the additional charm 
which the high motives of those en- 
gaged in it naturally affords. The 
many disasters, the famine, the sick- 
ness, the frequent deaths which befell 
them — all are touchiugly described ; 
while the patience and courage of the 
whole company are sufficiently evi- 
dent ; the good and even beautiful 
qualities which appear in many of the 
natives receive fa\\]nsiice"— Mission 
Field. 

"Besides the interest which must 
attach to the plain narrative by an 
eye-witness, of facts which we have 
so often discussed, the volume is in 
itself one of no ordinary merit. It is 
by far the most interesting and read- 
able booli; of missionary travels which 
has for a long time past met our eye. 
The genial sympathy of tho writer 
with all nature, and more especially 
with human nature — the judicious 
omission of the mere details of every 
day routine, which makes most books 
of travel so wearisome — and the 
breadth of view and gentle spirit 
which pervade every page— all con- 
tribute to this end ; and it is alto- 
gether soographic, unpretending, and 
natural, ^at at its close we can 
scarce tell whether the skill of the 
writer, or the tragic interest which 
belongs to its subject, lends it tho 
greater ch^m." —JEcclesiastic. 



In 1 vol. post 8vo, 3a. 6d. 

The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P., 

A POLITICAL REVIEW. 
By R. MASHEDER, B.A., Author of " Dissent and Democracy. 



In 2 Tols. post 8vo, 21s. 

The Soldier of Three Queens. 

A Narrative of Personal Adventure. 
By CAPTAIN HENDERSON. 



In 1 vol. 8to. 18b. 



The History of the Cotton Famine, 

FROM THE FALL OF SUMTER TO THE PASSING OF 

THE PUBLIC WORKS ACT. 

By R. ARTHUR ARNOLD. 



"Mr. Arnold's 600 pages are filled with 
facts and figures arranged in a luold popu- 
ar style, and from the great and perma- 
nent importance of the subject will lie read 
-with Interest." — Times. 

" The story of the cotton famine, as told 
by Mr. Arnold, has all the interest of a 
romance ; the statistics, the figures, the 
reports of Mr. Farnall, the weekly returns 
of the Board of Guardians, are all so many 
threads of interest in the stnry. The book 
is well put together, carefully, and with a 
fairness and candour which entitle the 
author to high praise." — Athenceum. 

'* It traces in a clear and succinct man- 
ner tb(! steps which were taken to meet a 
^ nationa calamity, as soon as the prospects 
of the cocton supply became darkened." — 
Observer. 

" Mr. Arnold has put together all the 
facts with lucid minuteness, and enabled 



his readers to recall all the details of a 
stru^le which reflected honour on Bri- 
tish administration." — Spectator. 

" We acknowledge the substantial merits 
of Mr. Arnold's work. He discusses witii 
fairness, with temper, and we think witli 
substantial justice, the various question 
which arose and became matter of confa-o- 
versy during the famine." — London Review. 

"We congratulate Mr. Arnold on his 
having added a very valuable contribution 
to contemporary history. He has evi- 
dently bestowed very considerable pains 
in the colle'ction of his facts, and arranged 
them in lucid order. His narrative has 
the merit of fidelity and of being free from 
partiality. It is complete iu Statement, 
and will always remain a standard book of 
reference with regard to the highly inte- 
resting events which it records. "—fl^eniW. 



Also a New and Cheaper Edition^ i voL post Svo., ^s. 6d, 



" Contains much valuable information." 
'Star. 

"A valuable and comprehensive work." 
■— DtspateA. 

*' These authentic records are most in- 



teresting, exhibiting as ihey do the nn- 
paralled success which attended the 
proceedings adopted to meet what at one 
time threatened to become an overwhelm- 
ing calamity." — Observer, 



In 1 vol. post 8vo, Second Edition, 6s. 

The Danes in Camp : 

LETTERS FROM SONDE^RBORG. 
By the Honourable AUBERON -HERBERT. 



*' This is a pleasantly written book, be- 
cause it is exactly what it professes to be. 
Mr. Herbert's book is satisfactory to read, 
because it presents so strange a contrast 
to the average of the literary class to which 
he belongs. Its merit is that it is written 
because its author wisBes to tell what he 
has sees and felt, and not because he 

" wishes to produce an article that will sell. 

„Thero are many lively and striking pas- 

„ sages. "—Saturdcy Review, 

"The letters are well and gracernlly 
written ; they teem with interesting inci- 
dents and narrations ; there is about them 
an air of probity, which instantly im- 

. presses the reader with the conviction 
that they contain only tlie truth ; and pU 



this is mingled with a good humour and 
moderation -that win our confidence and 
deserve our respect." — Daily News. 

"Mr. Herbert is an agreeable, manly 
writer, and English readers will respond 
gratefully to the generous sympathy and 
admiration which he expresses for the 
inhabitants of the little kingdom.**— 
AthencBum, 

" These interesting letters are dedicated 
to the writer's mother, the Countess Dow- 
ager of Carnarvon. They place the events 
of the siegb graphically before the reader, 
in simple but forcible language. All that 
Mr. Herbett says claims our most careful 
attention, "—iicader. 
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Cheap Edition, in 1 vol. post 870, Is. 6d. 

The Davenport Brothers : 

A BIOGRAPHY OF IRA ERASTUS DAVENPORT AND 
WILLIAM HENRY DAVENPORT, commonly known 
;as the *' BROTHERS DAVENPORT." 
With an Account of Eleven Years of Preternatural Pheno- 
mena and Extraordinary Physical and Psychical 
Manifestations. 
By T. L. NICHOLS, M.D., 
Author of " Forty Years in Americaj*' &c. 

publislied . is precisely what is wanted, 
Short, simple, and clear ; not pretending 
to explain, hardly, indeed, discussing the 
question as to whether explanation is 
possible ; as fair a narrative written by a, 
believer could possibly be— this volume 
commends itself to all. None can pos- 
sibly find it daW— Standard. 



"The book is replete with adventures 
calculated, we have no doubti.to produce 
in England eftects similar to those ex- 
perienced in America."— Oft^emsr. 

"We commend tliis volume to our 
readers. Dr, Nichols had a dilficult task, 
but it could not have been performed 
better. " — Herald. 

"The book which Dr. Nichols has 



In 1 large vol. 8vo, the Second Edition, price 21s. 

Australian Explorations. 

JOHN McDOUALL STUART'S JOURNALS OF EXPLO- 
RATIONS IN AUSTRALIA from 1858 to 1862. 
Edited by WILLIAM HARDMAN, M.A., F.R.G.S., &c. 

Illustrated with a Portrait of the author, and 12 page Engravings 

on Wood, drawn by George French Angas, from Sketches 

taken during the Expedition, and accompanied by a 

carefully-prepared Map of the Exploror's Route across 

the entire Continent. 



"A very large and valuable addition to 
our geographical knowledge of Australia. " 
—Observer. 

"Worthy of being ranked amongst the 
most important in the History of Austra- 
lian discovery." — Morning Advertiser. 

" To dilate on the value of the work to 
the very large number who are directly 
01 indirectly interested in Australian 
progress is superfluous." — Dispatch. 

"It is impossible to refrain from the 
strongest admiration of the nan-ative, 
given in his own Journal, in which so 
much unpretending unconscious heroism 
is evinced, such simple devotion to the 
md of his enterprise ; thankfulness, not 
self-laudation at its accomplishment, hold 



ing his life so lightly so that his duty 
might be done. " — Globe. 

"These journals abound in interesting 
information, and have a special charm as 
living records of what the discoverer has 
seen and done." — Examiner. 

"We can commend the book to the 
careful perusal:" of those who wish to 
appreciate something of the future of 
Australia." — Mor:iing Star. 

"The conductor of the expedition has 
earned lasting fame for the sterling quali- 
ties which he proved himself to possess. 
Throughout the toilsome journeys, of 
which be has given a minute and graphic 
account, he evinced every qualification 
which should characterise the leader of 
such expeditioiK."— JlfomiTiy Post, 
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In 2 vols, post 8to. with an Introduction and Appendices, 2l3. 

Secret History of a Polish Insurrection. 

By H. SUTHERLAND EDWARDS, 
Late Special Correspondent of the Times in Poland. 



In 2 vols, post 8vo, with Portrait, 21s, 

Belle Boyd in Camp and Prison. 

Written by HERSELF. 
With an INTRODUCTION by a FRIEND OF THE SOUTH. 



*' Her memoirs are very ably aud graph 
cally written. They are useful so far as 
they exemplify the difference between 
American and English society." — Morning 
Post. 

" * Belle Boyd in Camp and Prison' is 
one of those books into which the whole 
soul and spirit of the writer has evidently 
passed— which are too earnest for artistic 
construction, too real and heartfelt either 
for self concealment or self display." — 
Saturday Bevievf. 

"To say that these volumes are inte- 
resting would be far short of the truth. 
They are perfectly thrilling, and we 
strongly recommend all our readers 
whichever side they take of the contro- 
versy, to get them and judge for them- 
selves." — John Bull. 

*' Linked for ever with the story of that 
fatal American war is the name of Belle 
Boyd, and this book, written by herself, 
possesses such deep interest of wonder 
and truth, that it cannot fail of general 
acceptance and popularity. Belle Boyd 
in Camp and Prison is the book of the 
season."— CoMrt Circular. 

*' Belle Boyd's book will be read with 
interest, and will no doubt make a great 
sensation."— Ofcsenier. 

"The contents of these volumes are 
extremely interesting." — Reader, 

"It Is pleasantly and on the whole 
modestly written." — Index. 

"Belle Boyd's adventures surpass the 
best contrived fictions of our most popu- 
lar writers." — Morning Advertiser. 

"Will be read with avidity." — Siinday 
Times. 

*'Full of vivid glimpses of the late 
war. " — Gloie. 

"In these volumes we have from her 
own pen the storj* of her daring deeds, her 
hairbreadth escapes and her unmerited 
sufferings. A narrative of extreme in- 
terest, all the more attractive because 
natural and unaffected." — London Revi&tv. 

"The book is one which is certain to 
obtain popularity, and to be speedily in 



the hands of most readers.'— CAurcAman. 

" Possesses high claims to attention," — 
Literary Gazette. 

"The book is undoubtedly a remarka- 
ble oae."-^Dispatck. 

"Miss Belle Boyd (now Mrs. Hardinge) 
may fairly claim a niche beside those 
earlier heroines \ having in one respect 
even a better right to the name of warrior 
than any of them, since she actually re- 
ceived a S-egular commission as Captain 
in the Confederate Army, aud was 
attached 'to Stonewall Jackson's staff as 
one of his aides-decamp." — Evening 
Standard. ' 

" The story of the adventures, misfor- 
tunes, imprisonments, and persecutions of 
Mrs. Hardinge, better known as Belle 
Boyd, will do much to relieve the Federals 
of the stigma under which ttiey have been 
labouring of treating their prisoner^ with 
harshness and brutality."— Posi. 

** Belle Boyd may well be contented 
with the jeoollection that in the fearful 
struggle which is now terminated she 
played no inglorious part." — Morning 
Herald. 

"Doubly attractive, not only as telling 
a tale of : deeds of daring skilftUly exe- 
cuted, and dangers and hardships cou- 
rageously confronted and endured, far 
surpassing in interest the wildest imagi- 
nation of the sensation novelist" — Stan- 
dard. 

"Modestly and simply written and we 
think our readers will rise from the peru- 
sal with a true sympathy for its fair 
wri ter. "—Guardian. 

"The name of Belle Boyd is well known 
to all who took an interest in the late 
civil war in America."— London Review, 

"Thcr3 are few persons conversant 
^^ith tl.e American correspondence of our 
leading Journals during the late awftil 
struggle of^he South against the North, 
to whom the name of Belle Boyd, the 
Kebel Spy, is not known."— Kou»^ fireff- 
Ushieoman, 
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THEOLOGY. 



Vol. III. 8vo, completing the work, 21a. 

The History of the Church of England, 

From the DEATH OF ELIZABETH to the PRESENT TIME 
By the Rev. GEORGE G. PERRY, M.A. 

Rector of Waddington, late Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College. 

Oxford. 



"Written in an easy style, and in a 
moderate, sensible spirit. Mr. Perry is, 
apparently, a good Cliurcliman, belonging 
to no party, and desirous of doing justice 
to Nonconformists as well as to opposing 
achools in the Cliurch." — Reader. 

"A most useful and ably written work. 
The spirit in which the whole questioQ of 
Church history is treated is highly credi- 
table to the author, and throughout exhi- 
bits liberal, enlightenedj and tolerant 
views. " — Observer. 

"The whole makes a pleasant and 
readable history of the period chroTiicled, 
Mr. Perry manifests a desire to maintain 



the sound doctrine and discipline of the 
Church." — English Churchman. 

" Our author never shirks any poi-tion 
of work which fairly belongs to him ; and 
above all, he has no bias but for the broad 
plaiu truth. Mr. Perry's work must take 
its place as the companion of Southey 
aud Short, not only in the Library of 
every theological student, but every 
reader of history." — Herald. 

"This valuable and important work Ig 
now complete, and Mr. Perry has the 
honour of^filling up what lias long been 
wanting in our ecclesiastical literature. " 
— Clerical Journa 



THE REV. S. C. MALAN. 

In 1 vol. Crown 8vo. 4s, oloth. 

Ritualism, 

By the Rev. S. C MALAN, M.A., of BaUiol College, Oxford, 
and Vicar of Broadwindsor. 



In 1 vol. Crown 8vo,, 6g. 

Sermons, 

By GABRIEL, Bishop of IMERETH. 

On Faith, Eternal Punishment, and other Suhjectsi To which are added, by 
the same Author, an Exposition of the Lord's Prayer, and of the Beautitudes. 
Translated and Edited from the Georgian, by the Rev. S. C. MALAN, M.A., 
Vicar of Broadwindsor. 



Id 1 vol. crown 8vo. 63.i 



A History of the Georgian Church. 

Translated from the Russian of P. lOSELIAN, by the Rev, S. C. 
MALAN, M.A., Vicar of Broadwindspr. 
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In 1 vol. post 8to, beyelled tfdges, 9s., cloth. 

Thoughtful Moments. 

By ONE OF THE PEOPLE. 

" A thougjitftil book, highly sn^estive I "The author has the merit of stating 
of iraportant matter to hoth clergy and his views with clearness and ability."— 
iBityJ'— Clerical Jmimal. \ Star. 



Price 8d. and Is. 

Parish Hymn Book. 

.Edited by the Rev. H. W. Beadon, the Rev. Greville Phillimore, 
and the Rev. James Russell Woodford. 



1 vol, small 8vo, antique, 7s. 6d. 

Sermons, 

By the late Rev. C T. ERSKINE, M.A. 

Incumbent of St. MichaeFs, Wakefield. With a Memoir of his Life, 

and a preface by the Bishop of Brechin. 



/'The Sermons are far ahove the average 
of such compositions, and iu many parts 
they are remarkable for the originality of 
thought which they possess. A devout 
and reverent spirit, moreover, pervades 
every sermon." — Observer. 

** Mr. Erslcine's Sermons are thirty-one 
in number, and they are all interesting. " 
— Clerical Journal. 

" A work of absorbing interest, S.nd one 
which none can well read without feeling 
infinitely the better for it. The volume Is 
got up with singular neatness." — ChivrcTi 
Jteview. 

"Mr. Erskine's style is vigorous and 
thoughtful." — Literary Glmrckma/n. 



"These Sermons will be treasured by 
many, and pondered over by many, who 
knew the sterling excellence of him by 
whom tliey were written and preached. 
The memoir of his life has evidently been 
a labour of love, and atfectionately depicts 
a character which no one can study with- 
out deriving benefit from iVScottish 
Guardian. 

"The fervour, simplicity, and faith 
evinced in these discourses are worthy of 
the best age. "—Globe. 

" Of Mr; Erskine's Sermons we can 
hardly speak in too high terms. . Calm, 
thoughtful,! mild, and yet austere, they 
are instinct with Catholic truth and Catho- 
lic faXth."^-Ghurchvian. 



In 1 Tol. 8vo, post 8vo, 6s. 6d. 

Modern Scepticism in relation to Modern 
Science ; 

IN REFERENCE TO THE DOCTRINES OF COLENSO, 

HUXLEY, LYELL, DARWIN, &c. 
By J. R. YOUNG, Author of " Science Elucidative of Scripture," &c. 



' Mr. Young brings to the discussion of 
his subject a clear and elegant style — no 
small advantage to the reader, when the 
subject itself is recondite or little known. 
The author argues like a philosopher and 
writes like a gentleman." — Literary 
Gazette. 

'' The book is well worthy the penisal 
of those Interested in the discussion of 
these questions.*'— Press. 

"The work is an admirable antidote to 
the scepticism of the as6."~BomUist. 



' Those who are pained at the assumed 
antagonism between Science and Revela- 
tion, will read Mr. Young's volume with 
sincere pleasure, and will thank him for 
having taken up the cause of truth so 
Bucceaafully." — Public Opinion. 

"The author writes in a correct and 
pleasing style, eschewing, as far as it ia 
possible, anything^hat might approach or 
scientific pedantry of language."— iondon 
Review. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



In 8to. price 10s. 6d., Second Edition. 

The Cotton Trade: 

Its Bearing upon the Prosperity of Great Britain and Commerce 

of the American Republics considered in Connection with the 

System of Negro Slavery in the Confederate States. 

By GEORGE McHENRY. 



"Contains a mass of information on 
most matters at all involved in tlie origin 



of ttie disruption among the whilom 
TJmtod States." — Glasgow Courier. 



1 vol. post 8vo, illustrated, 12s. 

Hunting Tour^s, 

By "CECIL.'* 



"The book is a contribution to the 
subject which has long been, wanted, and 
which reflects the greatest credit upon 
the author for his composition, and the 
publishers for their discrimination in 
bringing it before the public in its present 
attractive form." — Spurting Gazette. 

•"Hunting Tours' will afford interest 
and amusement to all classes of readers. 
The work is admirably iliustrateri by K, 
Corbet, and beautifully got up both as to 
type and binding. "—Sporimf; Review. 

" There is scarcely any topic connected 
with the hunting field which is not treated 
with fulness and force, in 'Cecil's' pictu- 
resque and animated sketches. "—Morning 
Post. 

' ' ' Cecil * has performed the task he un- 
dertook with ability and zeal, and his 
'Hunting Tours' sliould be found on the li- 
brary table of every sporting man."— Sim. 



*' A volume which cannot fail to prove 
of much interest to sportsmen, and we 
Commend it to their especial attention. " — 
Oxford Journal. 

"Contains an immense amount of 
valuable information, such as only a 
veteran fox hunter of the first order could 
supply. ' Cecil's' pseudonym suffices to 
guarantee the excellence of his book."— 
Pthss. 

" Written with a masterly knowledge of 
its subject * * * ' Cecil' writes like a 
gentleman : there is much that is very 
exciting and interesting in his book."— 
Daily News." 

" G-ives particulars Tespecting the vari- 
ous packs with which the author has 
hunted, narrates the fortunes of their 
several masters or whips, and chronicles 
here and there the particulars of a re- 
markably successful run," — Sunday Times. 



In 1 vol. 8vo, half bound, £2 5s, 

The Kennel Stud Book, 

Containing Lists of the most celebrated Packs of Foxhounds ; with the Pedigrees 
of Stud Hounds. 

By COENELIDS TONGUE (" Cecil"), Author of " Hunting Tours," &o. 



In 8vo, cloth, 3b. 6d, 

Shakspere Weighed in an Even Balance. 

By the Rev. ALFRED POWNALL, M.A., 

Vicar ot Trowse Newton and Fakenham, late Crosse's Theological 
Scholar, Cambridge, &c. 



In Foolscap Syo, oloth, Second Edition, 5s. 

The History of a Bit of Bread. 

Being Letters to a Child, on the Life of "Man and of Animals. 

By Jean Mac^. 

Translated from the French and edited by Mrs. ALFRED GATTY, 

Author of " Parables from Nature," &c. 

PART I. MAN. 



"Mrs. Oatty has here favoured the 
public with avolume weighty in its matter, 
fascinating in its form, and in its moral 
and religious tone above all praise."— 
London Review. 

" This work, especially intended for the 
use of the young, explains in a manner 
both intelligible and interesting, ' the 
history of life as sustained and supported 
in the human race.' " — Dispatch. 

" Written in a reverent spirit deserving 
of commendation — a fact that the name of 
the translator alone would guarantee." — 
J'^hn Bull. 

*' To Mrs. Gatty great praise is due. * * 
* * * The translation seems excellent, A 
charming little hook," —Church Review. 

"Let us commend this pleasant little 
■ book to parents and guardians throughout 



the lengtJi and breadth of the British 
dominions*, since it is one of the very best 
of its class that we have met with."— BeM's 
Mes8enger.i 

"It exhibits the honest pains, the desire 
to please, the unmistakeable labour, which 
characterise all' Mrs. Gatty undertakes 
for the acceptance of the public."— Press. 

" This little book has reached its eighth 
edition on the other side of the Channel, 
having been adopted by the University 
Commission of Paris among their prize 
books. " — A thencEum. 

" Writteu for children, grown up people 
will read it with profit and pleasure. 
Eight editions have made the French 
public familiar with the original, and Mrs. 
Gatty has conferred no slight boon on the 
English by a translation which faithfully 
preserves its best features. "—SjMctator. 



"We had the pleasure of noticing the 
first iiart some months ago. We can only 
repeat our words of praise. The fact is 
we cannot praise it enough. Everything 
which can contribute to a mo.st charming 
and instructive book is here to be found. 
Exquisite humour, a highly moral tone, 
most useful iustruction— what more can 
be wanted to make up an acceptable 
book? The translator has done her work 
so felicitously that the book reads like an 
original production." — Church Review. 

" A charming guide to many important 
scientific subjects, necessary to be known 
by all persons aspiring to be considered 
well-educated. "—Cifincai Journal. 

" As in the first part of this work the 
translator and editress, Mrs. Gatty has 



Also, 
lu Foolscap 870, cloth, 4s. 6d, 

PART 11. anim;als. 

Completing the Work. 



now and then slightly altered the original, 

with a view to rendering the illustrations 
more intelligible and interesting to the 
mind of an English child. We reiterate 
the opinion we have already expressed 
with regard to the fii-st part of the present 
work — that it is a valuable little treatise, 
containing much that is interesting and 
instructive not only to children but to 
adults." — London Review. 

*• Though especially meant for children, 
and adapted to their capacity, it may 
nevertheless be read by their elders with 
profit ; and Jts compactness, lucidity of 
arrangement* and absence of confusing 
detail, combined with humorous illustra- 
tion, makes it extremely readable."— 
Dispatch. 



Second and revised editioDj post Svo, 10s. 6d. 

The Gouty Philosopher; 

Or, THE OPINIONS, WHIMS, AND ECCENTRICITIES 

OF JOHN WAGSTAFFE, ESQ., OF WILBYE GRANGE. 

By CHARLES MACKAY. 
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In r vol. poet 8vo. ^. 

Conyers Lea, 

Or SKETCHES OF CHARACTER, MILITARY, MAGISTE- 
RIAL, AND EPISCOPAL. 

By CYRIL THORNTON, M,A. 

Cheap Edition. 



NOVELS. 



In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

Philo : 

A ROMANCE OF LIFE IN THE FIRST CENTURY. 
By JOHN HAMILTON, M.A., Cantab. 



In 2 vols., post 8vo, 21s. 

Hena : or Life in Tahiti. 

A NOVEL. 
By Mrs. ALFRED HOJIT. 



A NEW NOVEL by the Author of "THE UTTERMOST FARTHING." 

THIRD, or "ATHENAEUM" EDITION, with Preface and CoiTeapondenca, 
In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

VICTORY DEANE. 

A NOVEL. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH, 

Author of " The Uttermost Farthing." 

"A book of power and of promise, 
and its power is of a true kind." — 
Sita,n(lard. 



' It arrests and fascinates the at- 
tention of the reader." — Herald. 

"Strongly reminds us of Charlotte 
Bronte's best works." — Glohe. 

'* The charm lies in the treatment, 
in the perfectly natural characters of 
Brand and ' Margaret, in the pathetic 
humihty and simple lovingness of 



Victory, and in the fresh and original 
manner of relation. It is in the cha- 
racter of Victory that we see the 
traces of French influence. There is 
a certain subtle tenderness of deline- 
ation, a certain careful and minute 
analysis, and a steadfast chronicling 
of spiritual progress infinitely more 
after the French school than the 
English, and the story gains in in- 
terest thereby." — Saturday Revi&tf}. 



In 1 Yol. post 8vo, 1 s, 6d., beveHed boards. 

The Romance of Mary Constant. 

Written by Herself. 



" A thoroughly healthy book like 
this, equally pure in thought and dic- 
tion, •with ample interest, and with 
almost every character drawn with a 



firm and accurate hand, is a great 
boon." — Church and State Meview. 

"The story is well written from 
first to last." — Header, 



In 3 Tola, post 8to. 

The Uttermost Farthing, 

A NOVEL. 
By CECIL GRIFFITH. 



"The story is one of character, influ- 
enced by accident, and the psychology of 
the thing is detailed and carious, and has, 
no doubt, been studied from the life."— 
Reader. 

' ' A terrible prose tragedy ; but it pre- 
sents remarkable materials for powerful 
writing, and the author has turned them 
to the best possible account." — Court 
Circular. 

" A good and gracefully written novel ; 
the plot being cleverly conceived and well 
sustained. The strong, passionate, sisterly 
love here pourtrayed for an erring and un- 
fortunate brother is tenderly and faith- 
fully rendered. The whole book abounds 
in passages at once grand, pathetic, and 
natural." — John Bull. 

"A work of very unusual promise ; in- 
deed, of more than promise ; for it is 
itself, if not the best, decidedly one of'the 
best, novels of the day. The plot is good 
and well worked out, and the characters 
drawn with a firm and skilful hand." — 
Church and State Beviev:. 

' ' How this, and much more is told, only 
a perusal of the story which we have 



"barely indicated, will show ; the involu- 
tions and perplexities of feeling and 
action, and the revelation of the inner 
struggle going on behind, what strikes us 
as one of the most painful positions ever 
penned. " — Glohe. 

"The author is certainly deserving of 
praise for the novelty of plot in this book. " 
— Observer. 

" The author of * The Uttermost Far- 
thing' has* written a novel which will 
make Its readers anxious for another pro- 
duction of .the same pen. "^-Siar. 

" Alan Valery's indolent, passionate 
character is^ well drawn May Valery is 
excellently conceived."— Press. 

" Ot ' The Uttermost Farthing ' we may 
conscientiously say, that taking story, 
style, and the skilful manner in which the 
plot is worked out together, there are few 
existing novels in our language which may 
justly be accorded a higher rank," — Sun. 

" The book contains some touches of 
real feeling."— Guardi'aw. 

"Told with considerable power. The 
story is an interesting one."--Chur€hman. 



In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

Angelo Lyons. 

A NOVEL. 
By WILLIAM PLATT, 
Author of " Yorke House," &c. 



In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

Snooded Jessaline ; 

Or, The Honour of a House. 

A NOVEL. 
By MRS. T. K. HERVEY. 



In 1 vol. post 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

Donnington Hall. 

A NOVEL. 
By the Rev. F. TALBOT O'DONOGHUE, 

Author of " St. Knighton's Keive," &c. 



"This volume contains a very pleasing 
story, thoroughly natural iu its style and 
admirably written. The characters are 
well defined, and present avery charmiug 
homely group to the reader's notice. "— 
Ofiseruer. 

" A highly entertaining work, and one 
in which the reader's interest will seldom 
if ever flag. The material itself of which 
the story is composed is not rich ; but the 
embroidery with which it is overlaid is 
tasteful. Many of the characters are hit 
joffwith much skill and effect, and the 
picture of the little child wife la singu- 
larlypleasing."— Sunday/ Times. 

" The construction of the tale is simple ; 
but its pleasant, unaffected style of narra- 



tion makes it extremely readable." — 
Dispatch. 

" Mr. O'Donoghue has written a volume 
which will be read with pleasure, more 
for its sketche.s of every-day clerical life 
than for any interest that gathers round it 
as a novel." — Public Opinion. 

" A quiet serious story. The tone of the 
book throughout is kindly and genial." — 
London Review. 

" ' Donnington Hall ' is an amusing and 
clever book." — H^e^(e™ Morning News. 

" The society and scenery of the places 
in which the story is laid are described 
with the correctness of an artist who 
draws from 'nature.' — Shipping nd Mer- 
cantile Gazette. 



In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

Velvet Lawn. 

A NOVEL. 



By CHARLES FELIX, Author 

** strong and pervading interest there 
, unquestionably is in the story. " — Oiserver. 

"A straightforward and workmanlike 
story, fairly interesting throughout. Mr. 
Felix is evidently a man of ability." — 
Reader. 

"Such as admire an elaborately con- 
trived plot, detailed iu a fluent aud easy 
style, will derive much pleasure from the 
perusal of the tale." — Dispatch. 

" In character ^as well as incident, 'Vel- 
vet Lawn ' is singularly rich, and it will 
unquestionably be a Very popular novel." 
" Press. 

"The plot appears to us to be original, 



of "The Netting Hill Mystery." 

and is certainly remarkable for its inge- 
nuity. " — A thentxum. 

" The plot of ' Velvet Lawn ' is exceed- 
ingly well conceived, and the interest never 
flags." — Index. 

"It will find many readers, having at- 
tractions for the more thoughtful as well 
as the mere devourers of sensationalism." 
—Herald. 

" There is a story, and that sto;:y is well 
told, so that it will command many 
readers," — Globe. 

" It rises far above the ordinary run of 
uovQls."-— Daily News. 



In 3 vols, post 8yo. 

Rington Priory. 



A NOVEL. By 

*' The moral is unobjectionable." — Athe- 
nmtm. 

"A very excellent novel of its class. 
Written with a natural force which sug- 
gests very little effort, it is free from affec- 
tation or strained effects." — Reader. 

"Reminds us of 'Emma*, and 'Sense 
and Sensibility,* 'Pride and Prejudice,' 
and the rest of that mildly brilliant con- 
stellation. "—Gio&e. 



ETHEL HONE. 

"'Kington Priory' is an interesting 
story, with an air of truthfulness. "—Press. 

' ' The incidents, conversations, and plot 
are eminently natural aud interesting : 
and the entire tone of the novel so perfectly 
healthy, that we consider it a positive relief 
from the morbid works with which the 
modem press so almost uuiformly teems." 
Star. 
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In 2 vols, post 8vo. 

Mr, Christopher Katydid (of Casconia). 

A TALE. 
Edited by MARK HEYWOOD. 



"There are marks of cleverness in this 
tale. The author gives evidence of ability. " 
^AthencBum. 

''The reader may derive much enter- 
tainment from a series of clever sketches 
relating to persons, customs, and scenery, 
partly American, partly Eugliyh." — Ob- 
server. 

"Quaint in construction and singular in 
manner, may be taken as a true deflnition 
of this American story ; the plot is amus- 
Bg." — Bell'i 



"Therefare some pleasant descriptions 
of country scenery, and the story is very 
amusing. " — Star. 

"Reveals to us some new and curious 
hahits o{ life."— Daily News. 

" The work has merits, and is not unde- 
serving of perusal. It is a thoroughly 
trans-Atlantic tHe, and the heroes and 
heroines whom it describes are refreshingly 
different from those of our native romance." 
London Jievieio. 



1 vol. post 8vo. 

Passages in the Life of an Old Maid. 



" Certainly above the average." — Morn- 
ing Post. 
"Full of interest and detailed in a lively 



natural style."— 5ml. 

" The style of vTiting is easy, and often 
amnsiag."'— iiiKSImteii News. 



In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

Percy Talbot. 



A NOVEL. 



By 



GEORGE GRAHAM. 
Author of " Carstone Rectory/' &c. 



•'Mr. Graham's style is varied and 
p arkling yet alwaysclear and perspicuous. 
His descriptions are easy and pleasing ; 
his characters are well conceived, and all 
live and breathe. There is a great fresh- 
nesd pervades the entire work, and it 
possesses a literary merit which will 
stand a comparison with almo-st any work 
of the day. We unhesitatingly recommend 
the book to our readers, and shall be glad 
again to encounter its author in a field 
in which he has already acquitted himself 
so well, and in which we are prepai-ed to 
anticipate for him further and more 
signal triumphs. " — Sunday Times. 

"We have here a powerfully written 
tale. There is no overctowding of the 
canvass, the secondary figures come in 
as mere acceasCries to three principal ac- 
tors in the terrible drama. The mixture 
of good and evil in * Percy Talbot ' is well 
cho.sen."-— Joft-u hull. 

" ' Percy Talbot' is a novel that will, we 
feel certain, find many wai-m admirera. 
Mr. Graham has unquestionable talents 
for making a succeasml novel-writer, and 
produces quite a dramatic effect in 
bis descriptive passages. Some of his 
characters, too, are excellent, both aa to 



the conception and carrying out, alto- 
gether it is a story that will carry away 
most readers by its somewhat impetuous 
style and interesting well-sustained plot." 
— O&sertfer. 

" Writteq witha considerable knowledge 
of character. The book has great and 
growing interest, and the attention of the 
reader is riyetted as he turns over the 
pages. The dialogue throughout the book 
is exceedingly well done, and it cannot 
be doubted that the novel will be a great 
favourite at all the libraries, and indeed 
wherever it; is read." — Mominfj Star. 

" The style is vigorous and well sus- 
tained throughout. The principles of this 
hook are unexceptionable, and its literary 
execution very satisfactoiy," — AUiencvum 

" Written in a pleasant style, and with 
the best intentions. The Author never 
sins againsl^ fthe laws of good manners 
and he is evidently well acquainted with 
the usages of society. He appears to be 
actuated by strong but kindly feeUngs, 
and the book bears the impress of genuine 
earnestness. It is one which may be 
safely recommended to families, and it is 
likely to become a favourite with an 
immense cl^ss."— ionrton Review. 
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In 1 "vol. post 8to, 10s. 6d. 



The Netting Hill Mystery. 

Compiled by CHARLES FELIX, 
Author of '' Velvet Lawri," etc. 



" MiU'-ti ingenuity is displayed in fram- 
ing such of the circumstances as may 
credibly Ije supposed to have actually 
existed, "—deader. 

** The chain of evidence is traced 
throughout with gi'eat minuteness, and 
the whole narrative is well calculated to 
awaken and sustain the interest of the 
reader. " — Oftserver. 

"This book is a singular and not wholly 
unsuccessful attempt to enlist the atten- 
tion of the reader by the simple yet subtle 
analysis of crime. In doing so Mr. Felix 
reminds us, not unfavourably, of some of 
the prose writings of Edgar Poe. It is a 
strange story strangely told." — Churchman. 

** We have seldom read anything more 
ingenious than the manner in which the 
circumstantial detail of the crime or 
crimes supposed to form the Notting 



Hill Mystery are narrated. Few more 
thorouglily mysterious, remarkable, and, 
we may add, more tantalising works have 
ever issued from the press. "^Sunday 
Times, 

" Among narratives of the mysterious, 
but circumstantial order, this is entitled 
to high rank. "— Dwpa/c/t. 

"To all whom a chain of intricate and 
peculiar evidence will interest we recom- 
mend this book, which BurpasHes anything 
in the same style we have met since Edgar 
Pofi presented the world with his tales of 
the imagination." — Court Circular. 

"It is k good specimen of the sensa- 
tional story, of which the entire interest 
consists, not in the characters — ^which are 
scarcely indicated — but in the strangeness 
of the incidents and the complication of 
the plot."— ffw&rriion. 



In vols, post 8vo. 

Aubrey Court, 

A NOVEL. 
By FRANK LYFIELD. 



" There are the makings of a good story 
in ' Avibiey Court'"— John Bull. 

"Whoever wishes to pass an agreeable 
nour or two, under the influence of light 
reading, free from violent spasmodic situa- 
tions, may gratify his taste very larj;ely 
by taking up Mr. Lyfield's clever speci- 
men of fiction. Not only will pleasant 
writing be met witb, but a plot will be 
discovered which presei"ves its unities 
throughout and terminates, as it had 
proceeded, very naturally. We know not 
whether ' Aubrey Court ' is a first speci- 
men of authorship ; but if it be so, it 
gives not a few indications of intelligence 
and cleverness which may speedily be 
tm-ned to considerable advantage. "^Bell's 



' Too much praise cannot be awarded 
to the author of 'Aubrey Court' for the 
excessive care and attention he has shown 
in working out his plot. The story never 
flags from beginning to end ; and ii this be 



the first novel from Mr. Lyfleld's pen, the 
public may look forward to even a greater 
treat when next he comes before thein." 
— Morning Post. 

"We Irnve read every page of it with 
pleasure. It is a healthy, pure, interest- 
ing novel, conveying jileasant scenes of 
life at home and abroad, in good, plain, 
idiomatic English ; and to say thus much 
is to raise' ' Aubrey Court ' to a height 
immeasurably above that occupied by the 
large majority of English works of fiction. * 
— Sunday Times. 

"The moral tone of the book is un- 
impeachable. * Aubrey Court ' is of more 
than average merit." — Churchman. 

*' The characters are so skilfully drawn, 
and the style is at once so lively and so 
genial, that the tale cannot fail to be 
read with pleasure by auch as possess 
healthy literary taste, and recognise the 
conscientiousness with which the author 
strives to copy nature."— Dispa(c7t. 
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In 3 vols, post 8vo. 

M a c a r i a. 

A NOVEL. 

By AUGUSTA J. EVANS, 
Author of "Beulah," &c. 



'■'The tone is high, the language chaste 
and pure, the characters noble, and the 
purpose laudable." — Bell's Messenger. 
_ "The work is written with much abi- 
lity, and striking incidents follow each 
other in such rapid succession that the 
interest is sustained throughout." — 
Morning Advertiser. 

** In many respects the book is pleasing 
and the style is often forcible, and the 
moral tone is unobjectionable." — Observer 

" Written in an earnest and enthusiastic 
tone. As another evidence of the strong 
emotions which animate the hearts of the 
women of the South, and which of them- 
selves are sufficient to proclaim the 
deathless endurance of the struggle for 
Southern independence, ' Macaria' has 
an interest peculiarly its own."— jSww.. 

" Much that is realli^ noble and excel- 
lent. The picture drawn by Miss Evans 



of the heroic deeds, the self-abnegation, 
of man and woman in the struggle, cannot 
but excite our admiration, and there is 
much power of actual description, espe- 
cially in her account of the little vessel 
which runs the blockade into Mobile."— 
Glole. 

" The author's heart is evidently in her 
work, andmany portions of it are marked 
by an eloquent earnestness which cannot 
fail to enlibt the sympathy of her readers. 
No slight amount of artistic feeling also 
is displayed in it."— Dispatch. 

" ' Macaria' is a remarkable book, and 
one of undeniable power; full of the 
impulsive, fiery: demonstrative spirit of 
the Southern States. Passages of real 
pathos ajid sublimity abound in it. The 
book gives a vivid picture of the self- 
sacrifice and patriotic devotion which 
animate the Confederacy. "-^Giiardian. 



In 2 vols, post 8vo. 

Uncle Angus. 

A NOVEL. 

By MARY S. G. NICHOLS. 

Author of " Uncle John," ** Agnes Morris," &c. 



"Written in a kindly pleasant tone, 
the characters are natural- and nvell 
drawn, and upon the whole there is much 
to praise and little to find fault with, and 
it ie a book that may with confidence be 
placed in the hands of youthful readers." 
— Observer. 

"A very pleasant, genial, and clever 
story. We must leave our readers to 
become acquainted with it themselves, 
quite sure that they vrill not repent the 
trouble. " — DispcUch. 

"Genial, clever, and interesting." — 
Bell's Messenger. 

' ' The chief merit of this novel lies in 
the delicate perception of character diS' 
played by the author, and in the skill 
vntii which the incidents of the story are 



made to develope the peculiarities of the 
actors. A book which is very charming 
indeed. "•^Morning Post. 

' ' Glimpses of feeling and indications of 
chai'acter which show what the writer 
might do.'' — Globe. 

"A decidedly amusing novel." — Read^, 

'* A readable and a pleasant book"— 
Sunday Times. 

"'Uncle Angus' will be read with 
pleasure. *Mrs. Nichols evidently knows 
what she is about in novel-writing, and 
very cleverly contrives to make a good 
story out of simple materials. There is a 
great deal ofclever portraiture in thebook." 
" • Uncle Angus ' has great interest, and 
will doubless be favourably thought of 
by all by whom it is read."— 5tor. 



1 vol. post 8vo. 5s. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

By the Author of "PAUL FERROLL." Fourth Edition. 
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TALES, ETC. 



Foolscap 8vo, with Illustrations, 2f=. 6d, 

Barefooted Birdie. 

A SIMPLE TALE. 



By T. 
Edited by CHARLES FELIX, 

" We cannot recommend a better pre- 
sent than ' Barefooted Birdie,' a simple 
tale for Christmas." — John Bull. 

"Wo can give this tale our very highest 
praise." — Church Review. 

"The whole stoiy is like a gleam of 
bright Sunshine and summer weather just 
jitealing in upon the cold fog3 and winds 
of Christmas, and telling of brighter days 
to come in spring and summer, and of 
brighter seasons still in the far-off golden 
land, where ' they need no candle nor 
light of the sun,' to which ' Birdie' and 
her little brother Steevie won their happy 
Yf&Y"— Standard. 



O'T., 

Author Of " Velvet Lawn/' &c. 

" It is a atory such as all little ;peopIe 
who rejoice in a book at the chimney 
corner willifind just to their heart's con- 
tent, and in which older and graver 
readers will find many a touch of true 
poetry and pathos. 'Birdie' will be read 
by many, and must please all who are 
worth pleasing and care to be pleased. 
We have had nothing so good since 
Andersen's ' Little Match Girl,' of whom 
'Birdie' reminds us," — Herald. 

*' Full o^true, hearty, Christian feeling, 
thoroughlysonnd and healthy in tone, and 
altogether a book which we can most cor- 
dially recommend."— C/t«rcft t& State Eev. 



In 1 vol. post 8vo, bevelled edges, 6a., cloth. 

The Staff Surgeon ; 

Or, LIFE IN ENGLAND AN0 CANADA. 



A Story. 

" A pretty, interesting story, pleasantly 
told, and distinguished by a quiet grace. 
It is in another sense a charming book, 
dehghtful to look at, to read or to touch." 
— C&u,H Circular. 

** The tale is fluently written, and con- 
tains some pleasant descriptive passages. " 
—D'utpatcK. 

" Pleasantly and genially written ; and 



By E. S. T. 

scattered through various parts of the 
narrative are to be found some truthful 
and life-like descriptions of scenes both 
in this country and in Canada." — Ohserver, 
" A thoroughly readable novel. The 
story is highly interesting, and some of 
the characters exceedingly well drawn." — 
atar. 



In 1 vol. small 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Life's Paths. 

A TALE OF OUR OWN DAY. 

By the Author of " Gentle Influence," " Amy's Trials," &c. 
With Frontispiece. 



" We seldom remember coming across 
story with less "sensation" in it, and 
yet so really interesting. Borne very- 
valuable lessons are taught in an emi- 
nently natural manner. The different 
characters are very well drawn. We 
suspect several are studies from real 
life." — Church Review. 
** 'Life's Paths' may be safely recom- 



mended, and that which it professes to 
aim at it successfully works out, and that 
ia no slight thing to say of any book in 
these days." — Churchman. 

"A well intentioned, conscientiously 
written book, wherein it is impossible to 
find anything objectionable." — Mrng.Post. 

"The tale is pleasing and refined." — 
Gloie. 
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In 1 vol. post 870, elegantly bound, 7s. 6d. 

Tales at the Outspan ; 

Or, Adventures in the Wild Region*s of Southern Africa. 
By CAPTAIN A. W. DRAYSON, 

Author of " Sporting Scenes in South Africa, &c. 
New and Cheaper Edition, 

Illustrated with numerous'Woodcuts. 



*' To read about adventures with wild 
beasts if} always pleasant ; in fact, there 
is an idea in the youthful mind that 
lions and tigers were created specially to 
furnish material for exciting stories, and 
in very truth Captain Drayson gives ua 
adventure enough and tells us as much 
in one volume as we hare a right to look 
for, about lions and leopards, elephants 
and huffaloes, not to speak of those move 
savage animals called Kaffirs." — Herald. 

' ' * Tales at the Outspan" will be found 
an admirable Gift Book.^The binding is 
so rich, the illustrations are so very good, 
and ^bove all the tales are so enthralling, 
that every reader, be he man or boy, will 



delight in the volume."— StoTidartf. 

" We are happy to see that tkis volume 
has reached ft second ediiiion. It is a 
boy's book of the very best kind^ a book 
of adven^e, peril, and excitement, per- 
vaded by a most healthful flavour of 
exertion, and enterprise, and self denial. " 
— Spectator. 

" Among the moat pleasant books that 
have been written on South African ad- 
venture i.s this by Captain Drayson, 
inasmuch as it is not a mere record of 
wild beast butchery, but describes stir- 
ring combats with these by no mean3 
contemptible foes, and the savage native 
tnh&fi."— Dispatch. 



In 1 vol., post Svo, 10s. 6d. 

Tangles and Tales. 

Being the RECORD OF A TWELVEMONTH'S IMBROGLIO. 
By E. C. MOGRIDGE. 



"yfe have shown that Mr. Mogridge 
knows how to tell a good story cleverly." 
=-John Bull. 

"Written in a light and pleasant style. 
Some of the tales have a romantic, others 
somewhat of a tragic interest, and a fair 
proportion of them have incidents of love 
and mystery very gracefully interwoven 
in the narrative." — Observer. 

Mr. Mogridge possesses all the talent 
necessary to eliraiaate a plot, with not a 
little aptness of description, no small 
power of observation, and a real sense of 
humour, as hisvolumesufflcieHtly proves." 
— Literary Gazette. 

"It is highly to be praised for the 
healthy tone it manifests."— £eii's Mes- 
senger. 

"This pleasant Volume of 'Tales' is 
by Mr. MOgridge, a son of 'Old Hum- 
phrey,' whose wseful and simple duode 



cimo volumes are so common in the pack 
of the Blocesan book-hawker^ and are so 
appreciated by the purchasers from it 
* * * * Some of these tales are of far 
more than averse merit, and they are all 
of them very readable ; and any one who 
wants a chatty, soothing stoiy-book can- 
not do 'better than invest in ' Tangles 
and Tales.'" — ChurchTiian. 

"As the scene of several is laid in . 
foreign parts, a reasonable variety is se- 
cured to the characters and their sur- 
roundings." — LoTuJoit Review, 

" Tlie*writer posseses no slight powers 
of observation, and his descriptive pas- 
sages give to the mind something of the 
same effect as the sight of a carefiiUy- 
drawn picture. We have derived great 
pleasure from the perusal of 'Tangles 
and Tales.' "—FuUic Opinion. 
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POETRY. 



In 1 vol. post 8vo., 10s. 6cl. Third edition, revised. 

The Greek Pastoral Poets. 

Translated and Edited by Dr. M. J. CHAPMAN. 



^In 1 vol. post 8vo., iOs. 6d. 

Hebrew Idylls and Dramas. 

By Dr. M. J. CHAPMAN. 
Originally published in " Frazer's Magazine." 



In 1 vol. Foolscap 8vo., 3a 6d. 

Jersey Legends; 

In VERSE. 
By THOMAS WILLIAMS. 



In 1 vol. post 8vo, bevelled edges, 6s. 

Arno's Waters; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 
By FRANCES JANE FORSAYTH. 



In Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

The Alchymist : 

PARABLES IN RHYME. 

By Capt. C. N. TUCKER, late Bengal Cavalry. 

'• Much above the average of little I gross faults of any kind." — Spectator. 
books of this class, for it is free from | 
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RECENTLT PUBLISHED. 



ARNOLD— THE MARQUESS OF DALHOU- 

SIE'S ADMINISTRATIOK OF BRITISH INDIA. By EDWIN 
ARNOLD, M,A., late Principal of Poona College, and Fellow of the 
University of Bombay. Vol. I., containing the Acquisition and 
Administration of the Punjab. 8vo, 15s. 

BROMLEY— A WOMAN'S WANDERINGS 

IN THE WESTERN WORLD. A Series of Letters addressed to 
Sir Fitzroy Kelly, M.P. By his Daughter, Mrs. BROMLEY. 1 voL, 
, post 8vo, with Illustrations, 10s. 6d. 

DENISON— REMARKS ON ESSAYS AND RE- 
VIEWS. By Sir WILLIAM DENISOi^T, K. C. B. , F. R. S. , F. A. S. , 
Colonel Royal Engineers. 8vo, Is. 6d. 

FAITH AND PEACE, 

Being Answers to Essays and Reviews, By Several Writers, with 
a Preface by the Venerable Archdeacon JDenison. 1 vol., Svo, 12s. 

FONBLANQUE— NIPHON AND PE-CHE-LI; 

Or, Two Years in Japan and Northern China. By EDWARD 
BARRINGTON DE FONBLANQUE, Assistant Commissary-Gene- 
ral. 1 vol. Svo. with Illustrations, 21s. 

GODKIN— EDUCATION IN IRELAND. 

Its History, Institutions, Systems, Statistics, and Progress, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present. By JAMES GODKIN. Svo, 7s. 6d. 

HANDBOOK OF TURNING, 

Containing Instructions in Concentric, Elliptic, and Eccentric 
Turning; also various Plates of Chucks, Tools, &c., and a Portrait 
of the author done in the Lathe. A New Edition, fcp. Svo, 7s. 6d. 

HARTLEY— A HANDY BOOK FOR RIFLE 

VOLUNTEERS ; or, a Compendium of Instruction for Drill and the 
Rifle, according to the most Recent Regulations. Arranged syste- 
matically and specially adaptfed to the Progressive Improvement of 
the Volunteer in Every Stage. By Qaptain W. G, HARTLEY. 
1 vol., foap. Svo, 7a 6d. 

HUGHES— BIBLIOLATRY, AN ESSAY. 

By the Rev. JAMES HUGHES, M.A. 1 vol., fcap. Svo, 2s. 6d. 



JOYCE— ECCLESIA VINDICATA, 

A Treatise on Appeals in Matters Spiritual. By JAMES MAY- 
LAND JOYCE, M.A., author of a " Constitutional History of the 
Convocation of the Clergy," &c. 1 vol., fcp. 8vo, 5e. 6d. 

LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS, 

With Illustrative Poetry; to which are now added the Calendar of 
Elowers, and the Dial of Flowers. Thirteenth edition, 1 vol., fep. 
8vo, -with coloured Plates, 7s. 6d. 

LAURIE— NORTHERN EUROPE 

(Denmark, Sweden, Russia), Local, Social, and Political. By Captain 
W". F. B. LAURIE, late Commissary of Ordnance, Nagpore Force. 

1 vol., 8vo. 

LECTURES ON THE MOUNTAINS; 

Or, the Highlands and Highlanders as they were and as they are. 

2 vela. , f cap. 8vo, 10s. 

LEE— ON MIRACLES. 

An Examination of the Remarks " On the Study of the Evidences of 
Christianity," in "Essays and Reviews.!' By WILLIAM LEE, 
D.D. 1 vol., 8vo, 53. 

MACKAY— THE GOUTY PHILOSOPHER; 

Or, the Opinions, Whims, and Eccentricities of John WagstafFe, Esq., 
of WUbye Grange. By CHAS. MACKAY, 1 vol., postSvo, 10s. 6d. 

NEALE— ESSAYS ON LITURGIOLOGY AND 

CHURCH HISTORY. By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 1 vol., 
Svo, 18s. 

NORTHCOTE— TWENTY YEARS OF Fi- 
nancial POLICY. A Summary of the: Chief Financial Measures 
passed between 1842 and 1861, with a Table of Budgets. By Sir 
STAFFORD H. NORTHCOTE, Bart., M.P., 1 vol., Svo, 14s. 

ONGARA— BARON RICASOLI, 

Prime Minister of Italy. A Biography. From the Italian of F. 
DALL' ONGARA. 1 vol., fcap. Svo, Ss. 6d. 

PERRY— THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH 

OF ENGLAND FROM THE DEATH OF ELIZABETH TO THE 
PRESENT TIME. By the Rev. G. G. PERRY, M.A. In 3 vols., 
Svo, price 21s. each. 

RECOLLECTIONSof GENERAL GARIBALDI; 

Or, Travels from Rome to Lucerne, comprising a Visit to the Medi- 
terranean, Isles of La Maddelena and Caprera, and General Gari- 
baldi's Home. 1 vol., post 8vo., 10s. 6d. 
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ROBERTS— AN AUTUMN TOUR IN SPAIN 

IN THE YEAE 1859. By the Rev. 5,ICHAED ROBERTS, B.A 
1 vql., 8vo, with Illustrations, 21s. 

STEPHEN— ADVENTURES OF A GENTLE- 
MAN IN SEARCH OP A HORSE. By Sir GEORGE STEPHEN, 
■with Illustrations by George Cruikshank. New and Cheaper Edition. 
1 vol., post 8vo, 5s. 

TORRENS— THE LIFE AND TIMES OF 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR JAMES R. G, GRAHAM, Bart., G.C.B., 
M.P. By TORRENS McCULLAGH TORRENS, late M.P., Author 
of the "Life of Sheil," &c. 2 vols., 8vo, price 16s. each. 

^ — __ TRAVELS IN LADAK, TAR- 

TARY, AND KASHMIR. By Lieut. -Col. TORRENS, 23rd Royal 
Welsh Pusileers. Second Edition, 1 vol., Svo, beautifully illustrated, 

VERNEY— THE SHANNON'S BRIGADE IN 

INDIA. Being some account of Sir William Peel's Naval Brigade 
in the Indian Campaign of 1857—1858. By EDMUND HOPE 
VERNEY, lieut., R.N. I vol., large Svo, 7s. 6d. 

WOLFF— TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES 

OF THE REV. JOSEPH WOLFF, late Missionary to the Jews 
and Mabomedaos in Persia, Bokhara, Cashmere, &c. Cheaper 
Edition. 1 vol., Svo, 12s. 

WOODGATE— SERMONS ON THE SUN- 
DRY HISTORICAL LESSONS FROM THE OLD TESTAMENT 
Throughout the Year. By H. A. WOODGATE, B.D. 2 vols., 15s. 



FicrioN. 

CHARLEY NUGENT ; 

Or, Passages in the Life of a Sub. 3 vols., post Svo, 31s. 6d. 

CLINTON MAYNYARD. 

A Tale of the World, the Flesh, and the DeviL 1 vol., post Svo, 
10s. 6d. 

CONSTANCE MORDAUNT ; 

Or, Life in the Western Archipelago. 2 vols., post Svo, 21s. 

GERTRUDE MELTON ; 

Or, Nature's Nobleman. 1 vol., post Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LEILA MARSTON. 

A Tale. By SYDNEY ELLIS. 1 vol., post Svo, lOs. 6d" 
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HAROLD OVERDON, ASHORE & AFLOAT. 

By CHARTLEY CASTLE, Author of ' ' John Woodburn," 1 vol, , 
post 8vo, 10s 6d. 

NORTHUMBRIAN ABBOTS. 

A Tale of the Seventh Century. By R. B. WERBOETOK I vol., 
fop. 8vo, 53. 

OLD ROMAN WELL. 

A Romance of Dark Streets and Green Lanes. 2 vols., post 8vo, 21s. 

RECOLLECTIONS of a COUNTRY CLERGY- 

MAN. 1 vol. , post 8 vo, 5s. 

SKELETON IN THE CUPBOARD. 

By LADY SCOTT. Cheap Edition. Post 8vOj 5b. 

VICAR OF LYSSEL. 

A Clergyman's Diary of 1729—82. Small 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 

By the Author of "Paul Eerroll." 4th Edition, 1 vol., post 8vo, 5s. 

WILLIE ATHERTON. 

A Tale. By GEORGE HERBERT. 1 vol., post 8vo, 10s. 6d. 



POETRI. 
CEST VRAI: 

An Idyll of the East: 

IN MEMORIAM. 

By the Author of "England and Australia." 

EARL GODWIN'S FEAST, 

And other Poems, By STEWART LOCKYER, Author of "St. 
Bartholomew's Day. " 4s. 

FRIENDSHIP, 

And other Poems. By flIBERNICUS. 5s. 

ITALIAN LYRICS, 

And other Poems. 3s. 

JUDITH, 

And other Poems. By FRANCIS MILLS, M. R. C. S. L. 5s . 
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MATILDA OF NORMANDY, 

A Poetical Tribute to the Imperial Academy of Caen. By H. M. 
CAREY. 2s. 

NUPTIALS OF BARCELONA, 

A Tale of Priestly Frailty and Spanish Tyranny. 

POEMS. 

By the Author of " Paul Ferroll." Including a New Edition of IX 
Poems by V. 1 vol., fcp. 8to, 7s. 6d. 

PARISH HYMN BOOK. 

Edited by the Rev. H. W. Beadon, the Rev. GreviUe Phillimore, 
and the Eev. James Russell Woodford. Price 8d. and Is. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE PAST. 3s. 6d. 
SACRED POEMS. 

By the late Right Hon. Sir ROBERT GRANT, a New Edition, with 
a Notice by Lord Glenelg. 5s. 

SATAN RESTORED. 

By W. CYPLES. 63. 

SHADOW OF THE YEW. 

By NORMAN B. YONGE. 

STILL SMALL VOICE. 

A Poem in Four Cantos. By NORMAN B. YONGE. 6s. 6d. 

SUMMER SONGS. 

By MORTIMER COLLINS. Ss. 6d. 



